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PREFACE. 



NO doubt it was our author's intention to publish 
his writings in verse during his lifetime. We can 
give no exact reason for the delay, but the indecision 
has been the cause of their appearing at this time. 
Some weeks back I agreed, at Mr. Taylor's request, 
to assist him in getting out this book. My share was 
to be the revision and the business of the transaction. 
As time went on, it was soon manifest that our author 
would not be able to do much, as infirmity was creep- 
ing upon him. When he found that he could not 
proceed, he asked me to go on alone, and he would 
intrust the undertaking to my hands. He, however, 
then purposed to write his Preface, and in part told 
me what he should say. Later on, it was clear that 
that intention could not be carried out, and in telling 
me that he should have to abandon his purpose, he 
remarked that I knew how to do it, meaning that I 
had heard some of his mind. The reader will, I trust, 
extend to me some indulgence, as it will be clear that 
my task is not an easy one. 

It is not given to many the ability to convey their 
minds in clear and choice expression, nor is it the 
gift of the multitude to be able to use plain speech 
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which is at once understood when spoken. Thus it 
must be admitted that he who can express his mind 
clearly is possessed of some gift, and he who can 
express himself elegantly has a greater gift, but the 
man who can give noble thoughts their birth in poetic 
language, or render his humour in rhyme, it will be 
conceded that such an one has an excellent gift. We 
must leave the reader to form his own judgment of 
this book, at the same time telling him that these 
pieces are not offered to the world for severe criti- 
cism, but are produced more in the spirit of desiring 
to leave some memento of a long life, in which were 
many experiences of men and things, and much exer- 
cise of mind and heart. 

Our author, feeling that the Muses had not over- 
looked him in their last will and testament, was 
mindful to show gratitude, by putting out his talent to 
the "exchangers." 

The use of poetic and imaginative writing is of the 
most ancient date, and is not confined to any one 
line of things. Moses wrote his song ; Job also em- 
ployed the most forcible and poetic style, even using 
the form of sarcasm and irony, such as when he said, 
" No doubt but ye are the people, and wisdom shall 
die with you.'* David is called the sweet singer of 
Israel, and even the bitterness of his soul is vented in 
the most sublime words. Solomon was gifted to write 
the great song of the Church, and the prophets told 
their tale in some of the most forcible language. It 
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may be said that the great Apostle told us that he 
came not with excellency of speech or wisdom, but 
had used great plainness of speech, and by these 
words had discouraged the use of fanciful writing. 
It might soon be answered here that he meant in de- 
claring the great truths of the Gospel, we were not, 
as Peter says, to follow cunningly devised fables, but 
like the Preacher of old, to seek out acceptable words. 

Coming down to lower things, might it not be said, 
the world at large has had much talent employed in 
the perpetuating of mundane things, and even of 
things grossly wicked? Need there be any apology 
then given for our author when it seemed good to 
him to leave to the world some of his thoughts, 
shewing through the medium of poesy much of the 
character of the man, and what he had passed 
through ? 

Most of our readers, we venture to think, will 
appreciate those pieces which give expression to faith 
and sentiment, and in reading over the lighter pieces, 
they will also readily discern the natural character of 
the writer. Now, iF there should be any disposition 
to find fault with the promiscuous disposing of the 
pieces, I would just say that you do not find fault 
with me, but with the author, whose will it was that 
the pieces should be mingled together. 

S. 
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Occasional ^l^oug^fs. 



STAR OF BETHLEHEM. 

SHINE, Bethlehem Star! O shine, the night is dark; 
Shine through the mists and gloom, that I may see 
Thy power can soon relieve this trembling bark, 
Dispel the gloom and calm the troubled sea. 

Thy promise sets a morning bright in view. 
And hope still rides the wave that's roaring wild. 
Though merciless the billows thou art true ; 
Then shine, O Star, on thy poor trembling child. 

How tranquil was my lot, when by thy light 
I met the foe and crushed his power by faith. 
Thy word my sword and sovereign grace my might, 
How sweet the work and bright the blood-stained path. 

O shine, sweet Star, send down some life-gift rays ; 
All life thou art in thy celestial home ; 
All day and brightness, rich seraphic blaze. 
Hail ! Hail ! O holy One, thy kingdom come. 

O let me not desert my hope, bright star ; 
Though darkness hide thee thou art still the same ; 
Thy poor frail child may yet see through the war. 
Declare thy light and sound thy glorious name. 

Bound for eternity this bark sails on : 

O may I anchor on the shore of bliss, 

Where sin and sorrow, and where death's unknown, 

Where shines the sun of glorious righteousness. 

B 



2 DOUBLE VIEW. 

O Bethlehem star, thou guid'st the traveller's way ; 
The patriarchs saw thee and adored thy light ; 
The prophets sang thy soul-reviving ray ; 
Come, light my path and chase this dreary night. 

With thee; sweet light, I walk the dreariest path, 
Or sail at midnight ocean's roaring wild. 
Or plunge in headlong in the jaws of death 
If thou, sweet Star, but shine upon thy child. 



DOUBLE VIEW. 

'rflWx\S on a time when, torn by fate, 
J- I saw myself at hell's black gate ; 
I saw a sight I'll ne'er forget, 
'Twas Christ, besmear'd in blood. 

The tears were falling from his eyes ; 
His bosom heav'd with agonies ; 
He uttered heavy groans and sighs ; 
'Twas Christ besmear'd in blood. 

I look'd again and heard him say 
" Come, look at me ; I am the way ; 
My blood removes your sins away." 
(Oh ! the rich blood of Jesus !) 

" From sin and death I set thee free, 
For all thy curse was laid on me ; 
And soon in glory thou shalt be," 
Saved by the blood of Jesus. 

How softly now, my soul, I rest 
Upon his bleeding, dying breast. 
By everlasting love caress'd. 
It is the love of Jesus. 



THE INQUIRER. 

Now live by faith ; yet, struggling through, 
I walk 'midst scenes of sin and woe, 
And sometimes singing as I go 
The conq'ring power of Jesus. 



THE INQUIRER. 

WHEN saw ye him whom my soul loves ; 
His absence gives my heart much pain. 
Your song of him my spirit moves, 
Who's fairer than the sons of men. 

No lily of the vale so sweet ; 

No rose in Sharon blooms so fair ; 

No work was ever so complete : 

He once said " Cast on me thy care." 

But ah ! the sun is out of sight. 

The moon, too, hides her pale Cold beams. 

for those rays of light so sweet. 
One hour amongst rich gospel streams. 

1 know the promise stands the same ; 

I know that changing scenes must come ; 
I know the glory of his fame 
Can't fail ; but what if I be wrong ? 

The wandering bee roams far from home, 
And instinct guides her safe return. 
But I who far from Jesus roam 
Must wait the sun's bright rising morn. 

If darkness be a proof of light 
I walk in midnight darkness oft ; 
Myself to move I have no might 
Till Jesus make my spirit soft 



EAGLE-WINGED CHRISTIAN. 

EAGLE-WINGED CHRISTIAN. 

ASPIRING saint, who longs for joys above, 
Soaring aloft on wings of faith and love, 
No earthly grandeur can thy soul detain ; 
You mount on wings of faith the port to gain. 

Thy soul is fired with precious life divine. 
Thy eagle eye sees heavenly glories shine ; 
Thy spirit mounting, rises far above 
The things of earth, would feast on heavenly love. 

Thy cage will shortly break and let thee go 
To joys above, surpassing all below ; 
A feast eternal thy desires shall fill ; 
Cheer up, dear soul, thy faith can never fail. 

Mount, generous, noble soul, aspire and fly ; 
The object's grand that meets thy eagle eye ; 
No grandeur can thy longing soul suffice. 
But Christ's own kingdom far above the skies. 

No earthly home will suit thy longing mind 
But Jacob's heritage, by heaven designed ; 
No rock but Rock of Ages, strong and true ; 
No portion but in Jesse's son for you. 

Mount then on eagle's wings, survey the land ; 
May faith, and love, and grace thy soul command ; 
And dying, in His life thy life resign, 
Who made salvation, heaven, and glory thine. 



SEEK NOT TO KNOW. 

SEEK not to know what God has hid. 
But what he has reveal'd maintain ; 
Hold fast the truth, let men deride, 
You surely, shall the victory gain. 



ENCOURAGEMENT. 

God's Son descended here below, 
Down from his Father's bosom came ; 
What wondrous love did from him flow 
E'er He returned to heaven again. 

He came, and bearing Zion's sins 
Oft did he groan beneath their weight ; 
At Paschal feast the scene begins. 
And ah ! it was a woful night. 

Our glorious God-man in distress, 
A victim to God's holy law ; 
Crushed, guiltless, agonised, oppressed ; 
Such conflict creatures never saw. 

Oh then, my soul, canst thou recline 
On his death groans and dying blood ? 
If so, the victory shall be thine. 
And glory in death's 'whelming flood. 



ENCOURAGEMENT. 

BEAR up, dear saint, hold up thy head 
Beneath the crushing load ; 
The storm may roar, the flesh may faint, 
But Jesus is thy God. 

Hang on his name, his power, and blood ; 

No other name can save 
When Satan comes, like raging flood. 

To crush beneath the wave. 

That Holy Spirit will yet stand by 

And glorious standard raise 
To lift thy faith and hope on high. 

And give a song of praise. 



ONE BY ONE. 

Toil on, afflicted brother, toil, 

God will relieve thy pains. 
Enlarge thy heart, subdue thy will. 

And prove how grace still reigns. 

We know, but seldom, what God means, 

A mist hangs o'er our eyes ; 
He loveth still, though angry seems. 

And hears our groans and sighs. 

Not one cloud past, nor one to come. 
But God rides in command ; 

His arm shall guide his children home, 
Safe to the promised land. 

Then raise thy head amongst the waves. 

However dark the night, 
Jesus, thy God, still sees and saves, 

He claims the kinsman's right 

And having bought at such a cost. 
The price his own heart's blood ; 

The feeblest one shall not be lost. 
Though death and hell withstood. 

O sweet, to hear a dying one 

Say — pardon Jesus gives ; 
And sweeter still, that dying groan — 

Yes ; my Redeemer lives. 



ONE BY ONE. 

GATHER, Lord, gather, one by one, 
Thy blood-bought trophies of eternal love;. 
Haste, and complete thy glorious plan. 
While saints thy wond'rous mysteries approve. 



THE COMFORTER. ^ 

Bring one by one to Zion's king, 
The scattered remnants from the lands afar ; 
Though weeping now, they soon shall sing, 
And join the ranks led by our man of war. 

While one by one, their sighs ascend, 
And one by one, they drop the silent tear ; 
Dear Lord, each longing soul attend. 
Remove each mountain, and dissolve each fear. 

Lord, give to each a prayerful heart. 

While one by one, they bow at thy dear feet ; 

Bid every rival to depart. 

And make their bliss and happiness complete. 

On beds of sickness where they lay. 
They, one by one, sob out the heartfelt sigh ; 
Lord, make their bed, and be their stay ; 
When Satan tempts, dear Lord, be ever nigh. 

The nations must let go their prey, 
For one by one omnipotence shall call ; 
God waits his own appointed day. 
When self, and pride, and policy must fall. 

Bless one by one, each weary soul. 

The trembling heart that hangs 'twixt life and death; 

O comfort, and the heart make whole ; 

Let one by one enjoy the life of faith. 



THE COMFORTER. 

GREAT Author of blessing, to thee do I bow. 
The God of all comfort, my comforter thou. 
Who oft cheers my spirit, when lost in the way. 
Who guides me through trials, when sunk in dismay. 



S HEART SIN. 

Lord, look on my spirit, this morning I sink. 

No good, but all evil, I constantly think ; 

Lord, change the dread scene, fix my mind by thy pow'r, 

And raise my poor soul, if it's but for an hour. 

The evils I feel, Lord, I dare not express. 

But poor tempted souls may their character guess ; 

Dishonoring to Jesus, afflicting to me. 

Yet, Lord, I can't drive them, my help is in thee. 

O could I but cease, in such thoughts to indulge, 
My soul would rejoice, and its feelings divulge. 
Would sing to the Lord, of his pow'r, grace and love^ 
And tell of his name, till I see him above. 

Dear Lord, shall a tempted one, guilty like me, 
In glory midst sav'd ones, thy face ever see, 
And with that vast throng, all redeemed by thy blood, 
Join in the grand chorus of praises to God ? 



HEART SIN. 

OSIN ! thou monster in the deep ; 
Deep in my heart, thy spring is found ; 
In business, pleasure or asleep. 
Thy restless power goes round and round. 

The poison lives within my heart, 
Contaminating all around ; 
Defies my powers, corrupts each part ; 
All, all is putrid and unsound. 

My guilt is great, I'm rendered vile, 
Oblivious of the ills of time ; 
The root of sin must still defile. 
Till conquered by a power divine. 



ALL NATIONS. 



O that amazing Blood, that can 
Atone for one so vile as I ; 
The sufferings of the Lord, the Lamb, 
Can raise vile mortals to the skies. 



ALL NATIONS. 

SEE yon band of conquered captives 
Bow'd before the Son of God ; 
Wounded, naked, bound and helpless, 
Seeking mercy through his blood. 

See what bruises, wounds and gashes, 
Cuts and scars their features mark ; 
Chains and fetters, Moses' lashes, 
Vengeance brooding, prospect dark. 

Jew and Gentile, yea, all nations 
May be seen among the crowd ; 
Black and white and of all stations. 
All for mercy calling loud. 

Long they fought the dreadful battle. 
Spurning God's almighty power ; 
Wise in self, did madly prattle, 
Mocked regeneration's hour. 

Enemies to God by nature ; 
Conquered by almighty grace ; 
gatan's vassals once with pleasure ; 
Now they seek the Saviour's face. 

Hear their lamentation story ; 
Guilty hearts and hands unclean ; 
Now no more in self they glory, 
All such thoughts would be obscene. 
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Help, Lord, help poor helpless wretches ; 
Thine*s the kingdom and the power ; 
Burning wrath their spirit watches ; 
Save, Lord, from destruction's hour. 



DESIRE. 

TEACH me, O Lord, what I must read ; 
Do, Lord, descend, my soul to feed ; 
My anxious spirit is much dismayed ; 
Grant me, O Lord, thy strengthening aid. 

Let not the enemy thus chase. 
And drive my soul from place to place ; 
Thy pow'r make known, thy arm make bare ; 
O let me feel thy sacred care. 

Direct my thoughts. Lord, fix my mind. 
Thou, who art good, wise, just and kind. 
O let me feel a sacred rest. 
And lean on thy dear loving breast. 

Thou dear Emmanuel, dying friend, 
Be precious to my journey's end ; 
And in death's last overwhelming flood, 
O may I lean on thee, my God. 

And when the enemies' last blow 
Has laid my trembling body low ; 
My soul rescue by blood and power ; 
Lord, save me in a dying hour. 



WITH HIS STRIPES WE ARE HEALED. 

HEAL'D by the Saviour's wounds, mystery deep, 
Let sinners gaze, and let the christian weep ; 
Weep tears of joy, and raise his fainting head 
To see the stripes, by which the Saviour bled. 



PREDESTINATION. 1 1 

Mysterious lashing, Justice laid it on ; 
The Saviour held his back with sigh and groan ; 
His cheek he gave to plucking off the hair ; 
Till sad, his countenance was worn with care. 

Naird to the tree, I see his bowing head 
Fall in the war, and sink into the shade ; 
The shade of death, O mystery ; Lord, let faith 
Be satisfied, and drink into thy death. 

He died the death; and. Lord, was it for me 
Thou hung suspended on the cursed tree ? 
Were wound and blood and sad desertion too, 
To save my soul from hell, its legal due ? 

Almighty Saviour, dying Lord and King, 
O give me strength to make the heavens ring 
With thy rich praises, and declare how God 
Has ransomed me from hell by Jesus' blood. 



PREDESTINATION. 

SAVED by one God, long, long ere time began ; 
Secured in Jesus' wondrous God-like plan ; 
By God the Father set apart in Christ ; 
Chosen in Him our everlasting priest. 

Our head, our husband, our eternal God, 
Who has alone the bloody winepress trod ; 
He look'd for help, but none on earth is found ; 
In saving strength his arm did then abound. 

Secured in Christ, e'er sin or death or hell 
Sprang firom transgression's dark abode to dwell 
With angels or with man ; O wondrous grace, 
See how it shines in God the Father's face. 
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Secured in Jesus, God, the Father's Son, 
And yet God's fellow, just and holy one ; 
Mystery sublime ; O Lord, my soul sustain 
And hold me up, until the port I gain. 

Secured thus, when Adam sinned and fell. 
And sank his progeny to death and hell ; 
And safe while sin its ravages still make ; 
Secure upon the brink of an eternal lake — 

A lake of fire and brimstone burning ire. 
Of God's just wrath eternal burning fire ; 
O who can with eternal burning dwell ; 
Gaze here, my soul, and of salvation tell. 



AFFLICTED. 

WITH sin and pain and sorrow, 
In this vile world of strife ; 
We look beyond to-morrow. 
To Christ, the Truth, the Life. 

Poor, sad desponding spirit, 
In this vile world of strife ; 
Look to the Saviour's merit. 
To Christ, the Truth, the Life. 

When all thy hopes seem perish'd, 
In this vile world of strife ; 
Thy strugglings will be cherish'd, 
By Christ, the Truth, the Life. 

In vain you look for pleasure, 
In this vile world of strife ; 
Thy Lord holds all thy treasure ; 
'Tis Christ, the Truth, the Life. 
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O fret not, bleeding spirit, 
In this vile world of strife ; 
Glory thou shalt inherit, 
Through Christ, the Truth, the Life. 

And then, O then, reflection, 
On this vile world of strife ; 
How precious thy election, 
In Christ, the Truth, the Life. 



PROMISES. 

I SEE a throne, a glorious throne of grace. 
Hung round with precious, glorious promises ; 
Approaching souls fall on their bended knee — 
And on the throne a blessed Christ they see : 

The God, the man, whose rich atoning blood 
Washed sin away, when he the victim stood ; 
O wond'rous sacrifice for guilty man ; 
My soul rejoice and view the sacred plan. 

O could my soul lay claim by precious faith. 
And taste the mighty triumph of thy death ; 
My heart would sing of love and blood and power. 
And glory then in midnight's darkest hour : 

But that would chase the night and bring the day ; 
My doubts and fears and sins would flee away ; 
My prayer would turn to praise and Christ my song ^ 
I'd shout his glories With the ransomed throng. 



TRUE RELIGION. 

IS religion all a fancy ? 
Are my thoughts of heaven a dream ? 
Is the past a vapour empty ? 
Is there nothing true of Him ? 



14 TRUE RELIGION. 

Him, who made this world and me, 
Holds all life by and land sea ; 
Surely, man, there is a God ; 
Stand and wait his sovereign nod. 

Childish plays and youthful moments 
Hide great truths and shun the light ; 
But those ignorant enjoyments 
Soon shall plunge in darkest night 
Well for those that's made to see, 
Dawnings of eternity : 
Rising beams beyond the night, 
Prove there is a God of light. 

Satan is a vile deceiver ; 
Taunting, mocking, scorning good ; 
Teasing, plaguing the believer ; 
Comforting the Hagar brood. 
Yet the child of grace can see 
That salvation must be free : 
Hopes and waits the power of God 
To apply atoning blood. 

Should the tempter vex and tease thee. 
Still a faithful God remains ; 
He, by power, will soon release thee, 
And remove thy grief and pains. 
Does thy soul to Jesus look. 
Who thy sins and sorrows took ; 
He's thy Lord, thy heavenly friend. 
And will guide thee to the end. 



PETITION. 15 

PETITION. 

GRACIOUS Spirit, Lord and Guide, 
Teach my thoughtless mind to think ; 
Bless'd paraclete, lead me aside, 
Draw me away from ruin's brink. 
Thou know'st my silly wandering heart 
Is prone from mercies to depart : 
Do, Lord, for Jesus' sake, forgive, 
And bid my lifeless spirit live. 

Powers of mortal death me hold ; 
Bind my heart with living chains ; 
All nature's powers their clairns unfold. 
And mean to do while life remains. 
Dear Lord, support while powers oppress ; 
O shew me Jesus' righteousness : 
Do, Lord, for Jesus' sake, forgive, 
And bid my lifeless spirit live. 

Death, like this, is strange and strong ; 
No power left to move, or wish ; 
Shall this dark, death grave hold me long ? 
O might I feel thy power afresh : 
My soul would then awake and sing ; 
Spring from the dust on glorious wing : 
Do, Lord, for Jesus' sake, forgive. 
And bid my lifeless spirit live. 

Faithful, true, thy promise. Lord ; 
Mine's the soul that needs thy power ; 
O for grace, to trust thy word. 
Wait and plead at midnight hour : 
Wait till the beams of rising day 
Chase all my gloomy fears away : 
Do, Lord, for Jesus' sake, forgive. 
And bid my lifeless spirit live. 



1 6 THE OLD ASH TREE. 




THE OLD ASH TREE. 

X (At Moss Cottage Well,) 

THE Ash tree at the Well cut down at last ; 
The woodman's axe has laid it prostrate, low ; 
It stood the frowns of many a wintry blast ; 
The pelting rain, the sleet and driving snow. 

It smiled in spring, its bursting buds said life-; 
Its dangling pods hung full of forest germs ; 
It waved in graceful pride, in lonely strife. 
Shot from its stem the massive, clustering arms. 

Now lifeless ; root and branches, all are gone ; 
The trunk itself makes haste to fade away. 
To decompose like mortals in the tomb : 
The tide of time, no art of man can stay. 

Man grows just like a plant, and then cut down ; 
The place that knows him, soon forgets his name ; 
Yet something more than mortal we must own ; 
E'en life that pants for everlasting fame. 



w 



MEETNESS. 
HO'S prepared for that abode ? 



Who's made meet for glory there ? 
Who has found the gift of God ? 
Who does Christ's salvation share ? 

Does God's holy law condemn ? 
Is thy righteousness all lost ? 
Does thy conscience feel the flame ? 
Art thou on the billows tost ? 

Hast thou found an evil heart 
Troubling thy poor, wondering soul ? 
Lurking evil, causing smart. 
Grieves and wounds, seeks to control. 



WEARIED CHRISTIAN. 1 7 

" Born again," then thou art meet, 
Now to breathe a purer air ; 
Sit and worship at his feet ; 
Love and weep and lose thy care. 

Now his blood thy soul will wash. 
Cleanse and purge and purify ; 
Save from Moses' holy lash ; 
Fitted for a throne on high. 

Now thy filthy garments gone ; 
Christ, thy righteousness appears ; 
He's thy meetness, cease to groan. 
Wipe and banish all thy tears. 



WEARIED CHRISTIAN. 

WHO art thou, wearied, faint, complaining one ? 
Is all a cross ? — is there no sunny day ? 
Are all thy noon-suns set and past and gone ? 
Has no kind friend a soothing word to say ? 

Sad disappointment has thy prospects dashed ; 
You thought the right and safe way you had found ; 
But oft since then, have breakers o'er thee washed, 
And now, methinks, thou'rt fairly run aground. 

If tired with footmen in the race they ran, 
In hopes to gain the grand eternal prize. 
They ran thee out, upon the legal plan, 
Art thou still foolish, and yet no more wise ? 

The land of peace, thy heart with pleasure found, 

Thou trustedst in the friendship of the saints. 

The earth's most excellent, 'twas golden ground, 

And now I hear thy wearisome complaints. 
c 



1 8 ENCOURAGEMENT. 

How, then, with horses wilt thou dare contend. 
Whose speed and power can crush thy tender form ? 
E'en flashing truth, with righteousness combined. 
Demands perfection mortals can't perform. 

And if thou'rt wearied often seeking Christ, 
What wilt thou do when Jordan's swellings rise ? 
If there's no friend, no Saviour, and no priest 
To interpose, and raise thee to the skies. 

In death's dark Jordan, Lord, my soul secure. 
Thou know'st its depth; ah! Lord, thou hast been 

there ; 
When Jordan swells, come in that gloomy hour 
And raise my heart above e'en death's sad fear. 



ENCOURAGEMENT. 

DEAR sister and brother, in Jesus our head, 
Who for us has died and rose from the dead 
In conquering glory o'er sin, death and hell, 
And saves from damnation in glory to dwell. 

may you rejoice in his power, love and grace. 
And oft in this desert behold his sweet face ; 
By faith in the gospel, and hear his sweet voice, 
Declare you his own, the dear ones of his choice. 

1 felt a desire your sweet dwelling to see. 

And there to rehearse the Lord's dealings with me ; 
But time won't allow it at present I find. 
Let us not rebel, for our God's ever kind. 

O may those dear men, you are favoured to hear, 
Be blessed to your soul in their gospel career ; 
May rich grapes from Eshcol, and manna abound, 
And may your dear feet in the pathway be found. 



WITHERING FLOWERS. 1 9 

Our Christ is the way, and the end of all strife ; 
His blood the atonement, his death is our life ; 
His smile upon earth is the joy of our soul ; 
The gore of his wounds our diseases makes whole. 

O may you live near Him, e'en sit at his feet, 
And hear Him declare that in Him you're complete ; 
And death, when it comes, shall be lost in his power — 
O victory ! victory ! grace evermore. 



WITHERING FLOWERS. 

SWEET, withering flower, thou'rt fallen, broken, dying ; 
The ruthless tempest dashed thy gentle stem ; 
No more amongst thy blooming kindred sighing 
For warming rays, nor yet for moistening rain ; 
And, thus, thou golden gem, 
I mourn thy fate. 

Thy day is o'er, thy glory now laid low ; 
Sweet crimson head of rich vermilion dye — 
Thou'rt gone, and gone for aye, 'tis even so ; 
Thy gay companions all around n)ay sigh. 
Because thou'rt dead, sweet gem : 
I mourn thy fate. 

Just so, thou blooming maid with blushing cheek, 
Erect and gay, in stately maiden pride ; 
Thy sky may soon be clouded ; tempest break, 
And lay thee prostrate ; life is but a tide ; 
Then, who thy fate would mourn, 
Thou pride of man. 



20 THE TWO SISTERS. 

Yet, should death's tempest dash thee to the grave,. 
Thy glory's not all o'er if Christ be thine ; 
Thy pilot Christ will guide thee o'er the wave 
To realms of bliss, eternally to shine ; 
He knows thy fate and fears, 
Who bought thee, dear. 



THE TWO SISTERS. 

To E AND S. 

DEAR Em — and S — h, good morning ; 
'Tis long since I said so before ; 
And, if you can't read without scorning, 
I think I shan't write any more. 

Old winter is nicely retiring. 

And leaving our fields poor and grey ; 
And many fond hearts are desiring 

To see cheerful, blythe, smiling May. 

The snowdrop and crocus are springing. 
And shining white, orange and blue ; 

The lark and the thrush are both singing 
As cheerful as S — h and you. 

I dare say your projects are swelling, 
What July and August will be ; 

And, maybe, your plans you are telling. 
Of journeys by land and by sea. 

Well, drink it while nature is thirsty. 

And feast your dear eyes in the glower ; * 

For time will make everything rusty. 
When you reach the number fourscore. 

* Gaze. 



VOUR ALBUM. 21 

E'en things, that are now greatest pleasure, 
Will lose all their sweets and will fade ; 

And life, with its wealthiest treasure, 
Will fail, and retire in the shade. 

For time, it is fast flowing o'er us ; 

And then, then the end, yes, the end ; 
How grand if a friend is before us, 

On whom we can truly depend ! 

I might as well add in conclusion, 
I hope you are all in good health ; 

We're well, but sometimes in confusion 
With world, sin and Satan and ;self. 



YOUR ALBUM. 

^^EAR Mrs. B., your album's not forgot ; 

-L' Nor you, nor yours, nor favours from your hand ; 

But I've been hurried so from spot to spot, 

I've scarce had time to sit, or yet to stand. 

Your album's on my mind ; a subject, too. 
To soil its page, and point the mind on high ; 
To speak of pains and pleasures, known by you, 
And raise the mind in hope of future joy. 

Excuse delay, nor let my lumb'ring pen 
Insult your eye, nor doggerel wound your ear ; 
And, shortly you shall hear from me again ; 
Meanwhile, may cloud and pillar oft appear. 



SLEEPING INFANT. 

LOVELY Babe, how sweet it slumbers, 
Careless on its mother's knee. 
Heedless of the passing numbers. 
Rolling to eternity. 



22 THE BOUNDLESS DEEP. 

Peace its little mind enjoyeth ; 

Who can tell how calm the scene ; 
Not an anxious fear it knoweth ; 

All is joy and peace serene. 

Ah ! dear youth, the hour's approaching, 
When like mine, thy cares must rise ; 

May thy joy, when griefs encroaching, 
Be a treasure in the skies. 

Joy, an ocean vast and boundless. 

Streaming from the " Throne of God ; " 

May thy soul, with heavenly fondness, 
Suck it through "ImmanueFs Blood." 

Christ was once in smiling childhood. 
Slumbering as I now see thee ; 

Saviour, partner of the Godhead ; 
King of vast eternity. 

Hopeful is thy situation ; 

Though thou'rt ruined by the fall ; 
Christ has by a great salvation, 

Bought his chosen people all. 



THE BOUNDLESS DEEP. 

WE show no bottom to the boundless deep. 
Where love and life and rich salvation flow ; 
'Tis hid in God the Father, Son and Spirit ; 
Nor men, nor angels, its full glories know. 

O sacred Spirit, glory to thy name. 

Who kindles life in souls, dead, sunk in woe ; 

Fans the pure fire, till rising to a flame. 

It mounts the heights, where grace and glory flow.- 



BLESSING BEFORE MEALS. 25 

BLESSING BEFORE MEALS. 

GRACIOUS God, we ask thy blessing 
On the food before us spread ; 
Freely thy rich grace possessing, 
May we live in Christ, our head. 

O may gratitude and praises, 

Meet each heart and swell our song ; 

While our Christ the Saviour Jesus, 
Glads each songster in the throng. 



RETURNING THANKS. 

ACCEPT our thanks, most gracious God, 
For mercies now bestowed ; 
And grant us faith in Jesus' blood. 
Along this dreary road. 

And when our short life journey's o'er. 

All tempests past and gone, 
Oh may we stand on yon bright shore 

In peace before thy throne. 



GOD'S WAYS. 

IT comes from above, every motion 
Of goodness and mercy and love ; 
All flow like the waves of the ocean ; 
Salvation, it comes from above. 

The trials and pains that oppress us. 
The strength of our patience may prove ; 

Our God in the furnace shall bless us. 
To prove that it comes from above. 



24 TO JANET. 

How good and how gracious is Jesus ; 

How warm and how tender his love ; 
From sin and from death to release us ; 

This mercy, it comes from above. 

How rich are the blessings of nature ; 

And dear are the objects we love ; 
But oh ! free grace blessings are greater ; 

Redemption, it comes from above. 

If waves of keen sorrow still swelling, 
Parental affection to move ; 

Lord, send thy rich grace, kindly telling ; 
The parent, it comes from above. 

Our loved one is plucked from this forest 
To bloom in yon mansion of love, 

Where Christ of all objects is fairest ; 
This hope, too, it comes from above. 

Bereavement ! O solemn heart-rending ; 

How reason and faith boldly strove. 
Till sovereignty aid sweetly lending 

Convinced us ; It comes from above. 



TO JANET. 

THEN rest, " darling," rest, till the tempest is over 
And hush'd be thy fears, tho' the ocean roars wild; 
O soft be thy bed on the arm of your lover, 
Who died to redeem, and to save thee, my child 

Those objects all lost that on earth may be dearest 
Are not worth a thought, when you see those above; 
Those kindreds of blood, and those ties that are nearest. 
Are lost in the mystery of Christ and his love. 



THE BIBLE. 25 

Then call out for patience, and wait in the battle, 
Behind the shield stand, since the Lord is thy strength ; 
In waiting on him, of his power thou shalt prattle. 
And sing and rejoice in the victory at length. 

None shall be ashamed, who for Jesus will tarry, 
Though downcast and sorely distressed by the way ; 
Yet faith in the Saviour, shall never miscarry. 
And long midnight darkness shall burst into day. 

Like Jephtha's dear daughter thou'rt doomed to se- 
clusion. 
And like her, tho' virgins bewail thy sad lot, 
Thou'rt saved, my dear child, from a world of confusion 
Where Christ and his love and salvation's forgot ; 

Where black disappointment makes thousands to lan- 
guish. 
And marks every step, with keen wormwood and gall : 
Disguise vile and hellish, oft cause bitter anguish, 
Sinks credulous youth to the depths of the fall. 

Then cheer, lovely loved one, thy pillow I'll soften. 
And wipe off the tear from thy languishing eye: 
And speak of the love of the Saviour as often 
As I feel the dews, that descend from the sky. 



THE BIBLE. 



YOUR present. Sir, the Bible, precious Book — 
The Book of books, the map through life to 
heaven. 
May heaven's own gift afford me eyes to look. 
And through its pages, richest grace be given. 



26 CHOICE OF A WIFE. 

And may the donor, richest mysteries climb, 
And scale those heights, where nature cannot see : 
Feasting on love and life and blood divine. 
Enjoy the sweets of vast eternity. 

And through life's rugged path may patience meek, 

Infused with every toil thy spirit cheer. 

Till on the verge of life a sinking wreck. 

The presence of the Lamb, shall chase thy fear. 

And then, when landed 'mongst the blood-bought 

throng. 
And see Him face to face, who died for thee ; 
Then shall you sing with glee, the eternal song, 
And rest and peace enjoy eternally. 



CHOICE OF A WIFE. 

LILIES, daises, violets, roses. 
Sparkle richly in their kind ; 
Every shade delight supposes. 
Most imposing, when combined. 
But they wither, fade, and die. 
All is loss, for winter's nigh ; 
Then in choice 'mongst woman-kind, 
Seek a cultivated mind. 

Let not ringlets, smiles, and glances 
Catch thy heart or raise a sigh. 
Those like fiery meteors, dances, 
Only gratify the eye : 
And, when grasped, a phantom prove 
Merely shadows, then where's love ? 
You who would true pleasure find - 
Seek a cultivated mind. 



TO A BACHELOR FRIEND. 27 

Mild address, accomplished manners, 
Gentle answers are no proof ; 
Those are used like cooling fanners, 
And are oft dissembling smooth. 
But those masks will soon be gone 
When the storms of life come on, 
Then if comfort you would find 
Seek a cultivated mind. 

Beauty's points are freaks of fancy 

Suited to beguile the heart, 

All are found in charming " Nancy," 

Harmony in every part. 

Ankle, wrist and waist and brow. 

Oh ! 'tis past description, oh ! 

Panting youth, mistake you'll find, 

Seek a cultivated mind. 

Modest, sober, thoughtful learning, 
Joining past and future days. 
And from loss will still be earning, 
Such will bring thee songs of praise: 
And won't wither, fade, and die. 
While the pulse of life runs high ; 
Would you then true pleasure find, 
Seek a cultivated mind. 



TO A BACHELOR FRIEND. 

NORTH bedroom ! den of ugly beast, 
The hell-stained image of the living God ; 
Fain would the soul enjoy a living feast 
Of pardon, mercy, peace, yea, love and blood. 



.2S TO A BACHELOR FRIEND. 

But, O ! the fiend, the enemy of souls, 
Plies all his engines, skiird in death and hell ; 
Before the fancy monstrous things he rolls. 
Befitting souls with damned spirits to dwell. 

And shall my soul sink in those regions dark. 
Where sins, the glory of the vile abode, 
Know neither life, nor light, nor hope a spark, 
Where dwells the terrors of insulted God. 

Forbid it, O forbid it, Christ of God ! 
Come, Holy Spirit, with Thy power divine. 
Show the red carpet of atoning blood. 
The way to God, make Thy salvation shine. 

Revive my spirit, beastly tho' I am, 
O let me feel Thy tender, loving heart ; 
Then shall I sing redemption to the Lamb, 
Weep o'er His wounds, nor from His feet depart. 

And listening to His groans, my soul would bathe 
In floods of grief, of love, of joy, of peace; 
Feeling His mercy and His power to save. 
Sink in His arms, and die in His embrace. 

In scenes like these the Christian's path is clear — 
Clear as the sun at noon, and warmer too ; 
In thy sick chamber may the Spirit cheer. 
Direct thy soul, and lead thee safely through. 

And then, when landed on yon peaceful shore. 
Where Jesus shines the gracious God, the Man, 
You'll count your sins and blessings o'er and o'er. 
Adore Jehovah, and admire the plan. 



FAMILY TRIALS. 29. 

FAMILY TRIALS. 

THESE trials and tempests, saint, will soon be o'er^ 
And thy poor spirit find a place of rest, 
'Midst saints above on yon sweet, peaceful shore, 
Where weary souls shall be with Jesus blest. 

What though the tempest scowl, and rage, and rave^ 
And Satan mock, and thy weak faith deride ; 

Thy flesh shall slumber peaceful in the grave. 
Nor death nor hell, thee from thy Christ divide. 

Thy heaving bosom now with cares oppressed, 
Thy parent heart heaves many a breathless sigh> 

Thy sleepless pillow now affords not rest. 
The dawning morn relieves thy wakeful eye. 

Again returns the clam'rous cry for bread. 
Again the help, endurance, plays her part. 

Again with care the morsel doth divide 
With frugal skill, and kind paternal art 

The day moves o'er, and glad to find 'tis gone, 
The weary parents seek to hide in night. 

Talk o'er their griefs in sorrow and alone. 
Drinking their bitter cup in God's own sight. 



HOPE IN TROUBLE. 

TWO months to-day since I had on my shoes I 
Poor, feeble creature, of so little use ; 
And yet I pant for more than earth can give : 
'Mid sickness, weakness, fears, on Christ I live ! 

No life but this, — existence all the rest, — 
And, O, how seldom I'm with Jesus blest ; 
Sometimes I think I must mistaken be : 
Again I feel that Jesus died for me. 



30 GOOD WISHES. 

Where can the end of such contraries be ? 
The secret's hid in neither earth nor sea ; 
Lord, in Thy sov'reign mercy, love, and grace, 
Reveal Thyself in Thine Anointed's face. 

But yet, should darkness cloud my weary way. 
Or Christless preachers draw my soul astray. 
On Calvary's cross I'll gaze in death's cold flood, 
And sinking, shout of mercy, love, and blood. 

Thus hobbling on I go from month to year, 
Nor book nor pulpit can my spirit cheer ; 
Nor "nether springs," however large and deep. 
Without the Lord I sigh, I faint, I weep. 

Again astonished, how amazed I stand. 

To find myself well-pleased with dirt and sand. 

Basking in sun, like dirty sow in mire. 

Nor feel a wish to rise one hair's-breadth higher. 



GOOD WISHES. 

SWKET flower of innocence, thy bloom 
Is now in prime full-blown ; 
O let it not decay too soon 
By fatal love o'erthrown. 

How soon would thy young, lovely lips 

Fade, wither, pale and dry, 
And that fresh bloom fade from your cheek 

In torrents from your eye. 

If thou wouldst yield thyself a prize 

To love's controlling sway, 
The heart of man, stained with disguise. 

Might steal thy worth away. 



TO MRS. R. 31 

And then thouVt left in sorrow's shade, 

Thy grief can none subdue ; 
Thy lover's promises are fled, 

And virtue won't renew. 

But thou whose virtue's still thine own. 

Regard it, hold it fast, 
It may support thy mind alone 

While life and breath doth last 

And may that power whose constant care 

The virtuous doth reward 
Conduct and keep thee in His fear. 

Till that dread voice is heard. 

Thy race is run, now leave this clay 

And stand before my throne ; 
O may the Judge on that great day 

Proclaim that thou'rt His own. 



TO MRS. R. 

DEAR Mrs. R., thanks, with feelings strong. 
For your kind favour, large, and broad, and long 
May heaven reward, for thanks are nothing worth. 
Though 'tis a payment current here on earth. 

And all I've got to offer, yet I trust 
The Lord will thee reward, for He is just, 
And knows all things, O what a friend is He 
To poor vile sinners such as you and me ! 

May He direct your soul in all your ways, 
And teach your stammering tongue to sing His praise. 
And guide you and your offspring to the place 
Where you shall see the Saviour, face to face. 



32 ADVICE TO A FRIEND. 

ADVICE TO A FRIEND. 

WHILE changing scenes are daily passing o'er 
The tide of time to yon far-distant shore, 
Think how the moments swiftly glide away, 
And leave us standing on the verge of day. 
Your mind does think, then think of all around, 
Of all above, on earth, and underground ; 
Think of that God who all creation moves. 
Spares sinful man, and His dear people loves. 
Think of your thinking mind, 'tis God's own gift. 
Employ it wisely, let it ne'er be left 
To ramble ; but to conscience lend an ear : 
It speaks, and speaks the truth, then always hear 
Its voice, for mind it speaks within — 
God knows its language — to refuse is sin. 
Then listen, and its secret voice obey. 
Let rebels scorn and wicked youths say nay. 
And, as you rise in life, be not in haste 
To fix your mind, but keep it grave and chaste ; 
The powers God has bestowed themselves will show,. 
Then listen to Nature's dictates as you go. 
And should your mind with physic be engrossed. 
And sore with drachm and pill and lance be tossed,. 
Give time to rest, its powers let it compose ; 
From too much mental toil disease oft flows. 
Should culture of the soil engage your breast. 
And humbling thoughts deprive your mind of rest^ 
Let early bedtime rest your limbs and mind, 
Then in the morning think, if you're inclined. 
Should mechanism rack your anxious brain, 
And bolts, and screws, and slides your fancy drain. 
And lever, spring, and wedge, and weight, and bar, 
Seize all your powers, and every comfort mar, 
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Throw down your compass, pencil, rule, and slide. 
Run to the sea, and watch its foaming tide, 
'Twill change the scene, and give the mind repose, 
Produce new thoughts, and gladden as it flows. 
And as you view it ebb and flow, reflect 
How great that God who can its motion check — 
Divide its waves, and make a highway through 
For favourite ones, though hated, poor and few ; 
Think how the Saviour stemmed the tide of death. 
In dying crushed the monster underneath ; 
Divides death's sea the ransomed ones to pass, 
And makes its once dread stream a sea of glass ; 
And may that God who rules the tides of time 
Shine on thy soul and make His glories thine. 
Regenerate thy heart and save by grace. 
And 'mongst his ransomed find thy soul a place. 

And now, dear J , while under mother's care, 

Watch her instructions, in her love you share ; 
A portion large is thine, then watchful be, 
Return the flame, and let dear mother see 
Your heart is with her in her lonely path, 
To cheer and comfort, and put underneath 
Your hand in troubles, and repose her mind 
When she to sad reflection seems inclined ; 
Thus light her burden and assuage her grief, 
Produce new comfort and thus bring relief; 
And in this vale of tears may God still guide 
And pilot safely o'er the raging tide ; 
Long may you live, and God's great goodness see, 
So prays y6ur poor adviser, A. B. T. 



D 



34 ON RECEIPT OF A PRESENT. 

ON RECEIPT OF A PRESENT. 

DEAR Madam, your present I viewed with surprise, 
*Tis free grace in kind and of no common size, 
May free grace from Jesus your kindness repay, 
And raise you by faith to a bright gospel day. 

What, what can dispose you but love to the Lord, 
His cause, and His people, and His blessbd word ; 
Chains long, long may bind you, but they must give way. 
For Christ will at length from the strong take the prey. 

Then, then, rich redemption, in torrents of blood, 
Will purge out thy sins by that red, crimson flood 
Then liberty, comfort, salvation, free grace 
Will shine on thy soul from the council of peace. 

Yea, Christ the Atonement, thy God, will appear, 
Will chase away cloud, dispel every fear. 
Make darkness quite light, turn night into day, 
And teach on the journey to watch and to pray. 



TO JANET. 

MY dear afflicted child, hast thou a hope, 
Good hope, through grace, of an eternal home ? 
O could I see it in thy lovely face. 
The sight would cheer my heart, dispel all gloom. 

Some say thy heart is soft, thy soul alive, 
That God has blest thee with a life from death, 
That thou hast seasons in thy dreary path 
When thou dost live on Christ a life of faith. 

If such thy lot, thou dear afflicted one. 
Then safe thou art, when pain and toil are o'er ; 
Though breakers dash and waves run mountains high, 
They waft thee nearer to yon peaceful shore. 



ETERNAL LIFE. 35 

Yon shore, where Jesus stands to welcome wrecks 
In fragments broken on the sea of life ; 
To bless with health, eternal joy and peace. 
Grant life eternal ; yes, and end all strife. 

While torturing pain has agonized thy heart. 
Has Calvary's suffering made my darling weep. 
And hast thou lost thy pain in Jesu's smart ? 
Then sweet in hope thy mouldering flesh shall sleep, 

And rest till dawn of an eternal day 

When Christ shall come on yonder great white throne 

And sweep all earthly monuments away, 

And gather all his ransom'd children home. 

And then, my darling, 'mongst that favoured band 
Thou'lt stand a trophy from destruction's flood. 
With palm of victory waving in thy hand, 
Shalt shout redemption through the Saviour's blood. 

Why should I dread the unknown shore 

Since Christ has landed safe ? 
The vengeful pangs of death he bore, 

And sunk into the grave. 

Why should I dread the unknown shore 

Since Christ my pilot is ? 
The powers of death can do no more 

" Than what my Saviour please." 



ETERNAL LIFE. 

IN hope of Life Eternal ! What a thought ! 
I am struggling onward, hoping I am bought. 
Bought with the blood of Christ, and washed from sin, 
And hoping life eternal is within. 



36 LONGING FOR REST. 

God's presence holds my heart, my soul sustains ; 
I sometimes feel that sovereign mercy reigns, 
And God, who cannot lie, will me defend, 
And guide me safely to my journey's end. 

Before the world began the deed was done. 
The promise made to God's eternal Son ; 
Strong consolation in God's oath I find. 
His word he'll ne'er withdraw nor be unkind. 



LONGING FOR REST. 

MY weary soul for rest it longs ! 
O could I taste some heavenly food, 
I'd raise my glad'ning soul in songs ! 
Show me some token, Lord, for good ; 
Do, Spirit of grace, that rest afford 
That comes through Christ the living Lord. 

I feel worn out with sin and guilt. 

Can only over miseries brood ; 

O for a time of blood once spilt. 

Show me a token. Lord, for good. 

Do, Spirit of grace, that truth afford. 

That comes through Christ the living Lord.. 

A weeping willow hangs its head. 

And oft with drooping heart I've stood. 

Feeble for want of daily bread ; 

Show me a token. Lord, for good. 

Do, Spirit of grace, that rest afford 

That comes through Christ the living Lord. 

Thy tokens past did cheer my soul. 
And raise of joyful tears a flood ; 
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Let conquering grace again control, 
Show me a token, Lord, for good. 
Do, Spirit of grace, that rest afford 
That comes through Christ the living Lord. 



SAFELY LANDED. 

AND is she gone, thy spouse, thy loved one gone ! 
To meet her Lord, who did her sins atone ! 
Thy pained heart will feel the aching void. 
Nought can replace, whatever may betide. 

The thoughts of love in youth may pain thy soul ; 

joyous days, when merry hearts were whole ; 
Wedlock's remembrance, too, may heave thy heart, 
And sad reflection cause thee pain and smart. 

Youll oft remember when her look said No, 
And when overcome, she'd say. Well, be it so ; 
And oft in love she all thy faults would hide. 
Hold up thy name, and sit close by thy side. 

While smile reflected smile from her dear face. 
Producing comfort, love, and joy and peace ; 
But now she's gone, — wife, mother. Christian, gone. 
To sing and shine before the glorious throne. 

1 sympathize, dear brother, with thy heart. 
And in thy pain would bear a brother's part ; 
The Lord stand by thee in thy low estate, 
And sweet reflections in thy soul create. 

On Jesus Christ, the God, the Man who died. 
Who vengeance met, and justice satisfied ; 
O wondrous death ! O victory great and grand ! 
Proclaim it far abroad o'er sea and land. 
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A herald of the truth, lift up thy voice, 
Till Judah's cities sing and loud rejoice ; 
And when thy sand is run, thy soul shall rise 
To glorious mansions in th' eternal skies. 



WHY SHOULD NOT MANCHESTER? 

WHY should not Manchester lift up a voice 
In bearing witness to the truth of God, 
Since God has made her, and by special choice, 
A place, where ark and covenant has long abode ? 

Long, long, ere Gadsby blew the trumpet sweet, 
The strains of Gospel truth were sounded there, 

And witness did around the altar meet 

To raise their anthems loud, and breathe out heart- 
felt prayer. 

The bleeding cross was there uplifted high. 
And guilty souls did longing venture near. 

With throbbing bosoms, heave the secret sigh. 

While thoughts of mercy did the trembling spirit 
cheer. 

Full many conflicts has old Satan had 
With saints redeemed from sin and hell and woe, 

And many a tender heart has he made sad 

Till Christ, the man of war, did strength and victory 
show. 

Long battles too with anti-christian men. 
Whose pride and envy did with burning rage ; 

They fought right hard, but still they fought in vain, 
For Christ, the Lord our God, himself the war did 
gain. 
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Vast many souls have here been cleansed from sin, 
While sprinkling blood has made the heart rejoice ; 

Redemption's song we often here begin, 
Till kindred hearts re-echoed back the joyful noise. 

He took the field, and made the saints look on. 
Till man to man they fell in warlike strife. 

And wounded, scattered, fled, they're now all gone 
Who did embitter grievously the precious life; 

The life of Him who stood the brunt of years. 
And struggling hard, did raise the banner high. 

But now is landed far beyond all fears, 
And lives in love and bliss, and drinks eternal joys. 



COLD SEASONS. 

HOW cold and dreary is this winter's day — 
How like my soul, below the freezing point : 
Where sin has blasted all that's blythe and gay, 
And leaves me feeding on sad discontent. 

'Tis an existence miserably drear, 

A state of being only for a wretch — 

To live in gloom, despondency, and fear — 

No fiend below could find this heart a match ; 

Yet I have seen the day, when, blest with peace, 
I sang the praises of Almighty love : 
When gladness sparkled in my very face. 
The Holy Spirit did a witness prove. 

Twas then I felt the love of Christ inflame 
This heart of mine, though cold and wretched now. 
Twas then I sang the Lord's unchanging fame. 
His covenant love, and constancy most true. 



40 WATCH. 

O then I mocked the tempter and his wiles — 
Adored the Lamb who died upon the cross — 
My gladden'd soul then lived beneath his smiles, 
And counted all things else but dung and dross. 



WATCH. 

SAINT of Jesus, watch thy spirit, 
Let no carnal lust entice ; 
Jesus gives thee to inherit 
Hearing ears and seeing eyes. 

Does thy fancy lead to music ? 

Does it captivate thy soul ? 
Watch thy conduct how you use it. 

And thy carnal heart control. 

Vile intruders will prefer it. 

Eat, and drink, and dance, and play, 
Say the Master's on a journey. 

Absent till the appointed day. 

Christ has kindly drawn the boundary 
For thy path the desert through ; 

Mercies rich do all surround thee. 
Favours do thy life renew. 

Do the organs' pouring voices 
Raise thy soul to lofty heights, 

Swell thy heart, thy soul rejoices. 
Bounding high in pleasing flights. 

Thus IVe oft been captivated. 
Often wept in nature's bliss. 

Often found my heart elated, 
In such pleasing scenes as this. 
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Drunkards in their midnight squabble 

Glory in the dance and ball, 
Theatric flights and madd'ning rabble, 

Glad the parlour and the halL 

Concert-rooms and palace pleasures. 

Hail the organ and the song ; 
All are nature's carnal treasures, 

Souls deluded in the throng, 



ASPIRATIONS. 

OH, had I the tongue of a seraph. 
And wings of an angel of light, 
I'd fly to yon regions of glory. 
And soar to the realms of the bright 

I'd tell the sweet story of mercy, 
Christ's sufferings and death on the tree, 

His victory o'er hell in redemption, 
And saving lost sinners like me. 

I'd rouse every angel in glory 
To join in the song of his love. 

To tell the eternal sweet story, 
His wondrous advent from above. 

But, ah ! I still journey in Meshech, 
My harp on the willow's oft hung. 

And often I doubt the last conflict 
May finish my now hopeful song. 

But why should I tremble, since Jesus 
His banner of love has unfurl'd ? 

In Edom and Bozrah proclaiming. 
Fear not, for I've o'ercome the world. 
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Now waiting, 1*11 trust to his pledges, 
His love and his blood and his death ; 

Nor hell with its horrors shall fright me, 
I'll die in the mystery of faith. 



REVELATION. 

I SING of the wonders of deep revelation 
That light up our darkness, while fording this flood; 
I sigh for the blessings of manifestation 
That flow by the Spirit through Calvary's blood. 

O bright were my prospects when first in believing 
I sang to the praise of the glory of grace ; 

But, ah ! now alas, my vile heart oft deceiving, 
I cry mine is awful, a sad hopeless case. 

Yet bright revelation still hangs in the darkness. 
Illumes all around, draws the thoughts out to God ; 

But, ah ! revelation can't soften my hardness. 
It must be the droppings of Calvary's blood. 

I'd sing of the advent of Jesus to Jewry, 

I'd sing of redemption's deep, wide flowing flood ; 

I'd sing of the vengeance of God and its fury, 
If I could but sing feelingly Calvary's blood. 

Ah me ! I must wait midst the shadows and gloaming, 
Apostles and prophets have left on record ; 

Hope still pointing forward to rich brighter blooming 
The battles and conquests of Calvary's great Lord. 

Apart from my Jesus I'm lost to perfection. 
Apostles, nor prophets, nor angels can save ; 

Nor wisdom, nor knowledge, no, naught but election 
In Jesus, who vanquished both death and the grave. 
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LOOKING AHEAD. 

DEAR youth, whose tender years IVe watched with 
anxious care, 
IVe seen thee rise from childhood into man ; 
I heard thy prattling tale, when guileless, free from fear, 
And oft the future of thy life would scan. 

But no ; the vision chas'd from mortals' peering eye, 
The nearest, dearest friend can't read the page 

Thaf s written in decree in God's own book on high. 
Some ruthless eye may read, in future age. 

The storms of life may roar, in tempests roaring wild, 
Or haply luU'd in peace, from trouble free ; 

The fortunate, the good, the favoured nature's child. 
While beams of sunshine glad the calm, smooth sea. 

But should thy bark mistaking, dash on rocks unseen, 
A prey become to foaming, surging wave ; 

Reflection's voice, remorse, and truthful conscience 
keen. 
Who then can rescue, who the bark can save ? 

The vulgar gaze may hate, the heartless tongue declaim, 
The sceptic mock, and hold thee as a prey ; 

The godly weep thy fate, who knows thy honour'd 
name, 
And think of him who was in youth thy stay. 

Flee, youthful friend, flee far the sceptic's wanton 
guile. 

Poor truth-despising, much-mistaking man. 
He feeds on husks and pride, and, with deceitful smile> 

Would lead young captives, cheering in their van. 
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Tread not the dangerous path, but hear parental voice, 
Its accents will thee guide in pleasure's way ; 

Rest in thy parent's will till heaven direct thy choice. 
And then free grace with love thy life will sway. 

Oh ! may it soon thy bounding mind exalt on high. 
To fix on Jesus' blood. His death and life, 

Give eyes to see rich mysteries above the sky. 
And strength to help through all the war-waged 
strife. 

And when the battle's ended and the victory won. 
And safely landed on yon shores of bliss, 

We'll sing of glory, sing in heaven to God the Son, 
Unrav'ling deep and deeper mysteries. 



CHANGING SCENES. 

THE wee things of time, are but trifles indeed, 
Compar'd with the work of redemption ; 
And when from life's cares, by the Spirit we're freed. 
It then has our highest attention. 

Then toil on through life, keep the pilot in view, 
The billows may rave, roar, and jostle : 

Our Jesus still lives, is both faithful and true — 
We're as safe as e'er was an apostle. 

While standing thus high, on this mountain of peace. 

The soul far exalted from trouble : 
How firm my foundation, how happy my case — 

We count all this world but a bubble. 

But O, the next hour may pull down all my sails, 

My compass be lost in the ocean ; 
The enemy soon o'er a sinner prevails. 

And tells him his faith is but notion. 
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But on this strong anchor and cable of grace, 

I hang night and day for protection ; 
Tis Jesus the Rock, the Atonement the Peace — 

The Lion, the Lamb, the Election. 

How safe rests that soul on his bosom who leans 

While listening to love's lasting story ; 
Here saved from all idols Christ perfectly weans 

Enchanting with prospects of glory. 



THE HUSBAND^S WISH. 

AND wilt thou in affliction stand 
Close by my bed of woe. 
To cheer with love's enriching hand 
And seek to drive the foe ? 

And wilt thou kindly fan the breeze 

Across my pale cold face. 
My pulseless hand in fondness squeeze 

And pray for showers of grace ? 

And when our children round thee stand 

Catching thy falling tears, 
May Christ's eternal love at hand 

Prevent thy doubts and fears. 

And when my glassy eye-balls fix 
And cold death damp my brow — 

When sighs and sobs and pray'rs do mix, 
Think on our youth love vow. 

And when this tongue is parch'd and dry 
That time no more can move. 

While list'ning for the last sad sigh 
Just wet my lips with love. 



46 THE ALBUM. 

THE ALBUM. 

THIS album mine, memorial kind of store : 
111 fill with treasure for my future days ; 
And when life's dreary, then I'll read it o'er. 
Recount the past, the mirth, the joys, the plays. 

But what if sad reverse should damp my life. 
How bitter then the past would be to me ; 

When flickering round the ring in merry strife, 
In thoughtless dance, with girlish joke and glee. 

Should some false power, a power gain o'er my heart, 
And lead me willing captive down the stream : 

By luring guile and studied devilish art. 

Of which my simple heart can't now e'en dream — 

And leave me helpless on the couch of woe 
To think of past endearments, and to weep — 

Weep tears of anguish, heave the bitter throe. 
And seek repose in nature's comfort sleep. 

Should friends forsake, because my self-will'd love 
Provoked their honour, stained parental pride. 

And turning round, but cold spectators prove. 
Or secret whisperings my sad fate deride. 

This gloomy scene would break my spirits now 
Did I indulge this melancholy gloom ! 

I'll turn the page, protect myself, and vow 
Such disappointment ne'er shall be my doom. 

But stop, 'tis prayer will best conduct through life, 
To God I'll look for safety and for grace ; 

I hear friends say it is a fearful strife. 
Then sure it must be good to seek his face. 



THE SHADOW SENT. 47 

This will toward me, time will best unfold — 
O may I see his honour, know his grace, 

Sink in his purpose, love all mysteries told. 
And find his presence good in every place. 

I know He knows my thoughts, for I've been taught 
From childhood, to believe He knows all things ; 

My conscience also tells me that I ought 
To fear before the Lord, the King of kings. 

May He direct my steps through this wild waste — 
A world of sin, of sorrow, and of death ; 

And when my pains and pleasures all are past 
Enjoy redemption in the arms of faith. 



I 
I 



THE SHADOW SENT. 

DEAR Madam, I send you a shadow by post 
For the image you gave me last night. 
If placed in some album or carelessly toss'd 
Twill matter but little, since all on life's coast 
Rush on to eternity's sea. 



VISITING PREVENTED. 

THIS pouring rain forbids my venture out — 
Tis neither death nor life that I should go about, 
But only common chit-chat of the passing day. 
That steals the heart, and leads the mind astray. 

My friends inviting may not think it so. 

And argue that I might, and that I ought to go. 

Might have a purpose great, and good, and worth a 

shower, 
Beyond my knowledge of a spendthrift hour. 



48 'twill soon be o'er. 

So be it, but I'll chance the case to-day, 

And pardon beg, when they fall in my way; 

I know they won't refuse, nor yet will kindness shun, 

As times are fixed for work beneath the sun. 



'TWILL SOON BE O'ER. 

WHEN troubles press, and darkness glooms 
And spreads across my changing sky. 
And fearful dangers write my doom. 
And arrows sharp my spirit try : 
Lord, help me still to rest in Thee, 
'Twill soon be o'er. 

When angry foes arise and frown 

To blast my name and wound thy cause. 
And Satan's efforts seem to crown 
And strengthen all my inward foes : 
Lord, grant me strength to look to Thee, 
'Twill soon be o'er. 

When demons gather round my bed 

My trembling soul to terrify, 
And Satan mocks my glorious Head, 
And Christ's salvation does deny : 
Lord, let me feel that Thou art God, 
'Twill soon be o'er. 

My tottering bark, midst dashing waves. 

Is floating on the roving flood. 
The crew within my bosom heaves, 
I'm all confusion without God : 
Lord, let me feel Thou pilot art, 
'Twill soon be o'er. 
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When gleaming lightnings round me flash, 
And thunders roaring shake the ground, 
When sinking under nature's crash, 
And no kind hand to help is found : 
Lord, let me feel a friend in Thee, 
'Twill soon be o'er. 

And when this feeble frame decays, 

And health and strength and life is small, 
And yet the messenger delays, — 
Lord, come. Thou who art all in all : 
And then, at thy divine command, 
'Twill soon be o'er. 



A WORM. 

ARISE, O Lord, my soul defend, 
I cannot stand beneath this storm, 
Deliverance to thy creature send, 
Thou knowest. Lord, I'm but a worm. 

To chasten. Lord, thou hast a right. 
Yea, e'en to crush this feeble form ; 

But, Lord, let not the creature smile. 
Thou knowest. Lord, I'm but a worm. 

Chase off the clouds of darksome night, 
And glad me with the rays of morn ; 

Come, Lord, and with thy Spirit's might 
Defend my soul, I'm but a worm. 

Then, Lord, my soul will raise a song, 
Thy name adore, thou death's first born, 

Thy lasting honours to prolong. 
And praise thy name though but a worm. 

£ 



50 PILGRIMS HERE. 

PILGRIMS HERE. 

WHAT'S all this world worth to us, who are only 
Passengers? Passengers through its troubles, 
sorrows, 
And sins. And who carry with us and daily 
Feel the weight of a body of death and a 
Dying body besides. Who would live for ever 
In such a place, and know the Bible to be 
The word of God ? O what a book, the gift 
Of heaven, to sinners lost ; a map 
To guide the weary traveller through the wilds — 
The wilds of time. You, you have seen some 
Sweet spots, in that dear book, spots marked 
With blood, and love ; lines of redemption 
Drawn witlj bleeding hands ; and footprints 
Stained with gore have met your eye. 
Have you not seen a thorn crown, in impious 
Hands, placed on a sacred head, while 
Double sorrow lingered on the cheek of Him 
They mocked, with reed and bended knee ? 
O what a scene, O hellish glory ! 'twas fearful, 
And yet 'twas borne in love to poor 
Dying souls ; like thee and me. Come, let's 
Hope together ; our last our farewell breath 
Will soon be drawn, and then what glory — 
O the prospect ! Hail first arrival on yon 
Shore of bliss. To see the Lamb. The 
Lamb of God ! and then all the world's sins 
Will then be gone, and gone for ever. 
No fear of death, on yonder side the river ; 
And here, dear friend, sometimes he has 
No sting : our Jesus took it out, and 
Bore it away ; 'tis then the weaned child 
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Can play on hell's deep mouth, and fear 

No evil, when faith's keen eye can see 

Beyond that gulph. That gulph no terror has 

When Christ's in view. No ! 'tis only for the Lord 

To show Himself, and death and hell 

Both retire, and leave the ransomed one 

With Jesus, sometimes to say, how shall 

I ever speak the language of that holy place — 

I, who am so much among the sins of time ? 

Doubtless a strange transforming glory will 

Pass upon the soul as it leaves this clay, 

And Jesus will qualify his little child to 

Sing and speak the language of yon 

Happy country. O to have my passport 

Signed afresh, to see the name of 

Christ once more written on my 

Black heart, with Calvary's red ink. 

That Name has cheered my soul a 

Thousand times, and more than that. 

And made me weep for joy. 

How gently does the Holy Ghost at times 

Reveal the name of Jesus — yes, and his 

Blessed characters also — High Priest for ever. 

For ever abideth continually ; blood once 

Spilt, atones for ever ; O ! how glorious 

Those wounded hands still appear. Come, 

Blessed Spirit, come, bring the things of 

Jesus to my faith, and O strengthen it 

To light upon the object and adore 

An advocate. Yes, an advocate also to 

Plead for me, and pray when I 

Cannot. O what wonders here, I see 

More love than mine is here and unchanging ; 

Also, He is the way to God, the sinners' friend 
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Indeed ; don't fear to trust Him, troubled soul, 
Throw down just at his feet, throw down 
Thy all, and risk his power to plead ; 
He never lost a case, no never one ; 
The Father always hears him, because 
He pleads in love, in truth, and right 
For lawful captives, and they shall be 
Delivered ; the prey shall be taken 
Away, and the mighty spoiled ; 
Hail ! blessed spirit, bring the things 
Of Christ, and show me them, and then, 
O then, I'll plume my wings and wait 
Affliction's direst shock and bid all friends 
Farewell When death arrives, 'twill be a welcome 
Messenger indeed, to waft me o'er the long 
Expected valley — shadow of death — O the 
Transports of bliss, that will meet the soul, 
The shouts of redeeming love, that will greet 
The safe arrival, and looking back 
The soul will say, not death, no, Glory 
Attending angels minister the Father's 
Kingdom wine, and Jesus King of saints 
Pours in new life and smiles 
While hosts await around, hosts of redeemed 
Ones, waiting to receive the heavenly stranger 
To join their endless song of love. 

Which of us first shall join the song 
And see the Lamb who died, 

And mingle with the happy throng 
That's safe across the tide ? 
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THE PROSPECT. 

HAIL land of the living, where enemies tread 
The poor feeble saints in the dust, 
The buds but in embryo, which never can fade, 
Will bloom in the land of the blest 

The pathways are hidden from poor nature's gaze 
E'en saints seldom see the way clear, — 

Are often confounded and left in a maze 
When nights are dark, lonely, and drear. 

Yet rich are thy pastures, and fertile the plains 
Where lonely hope hangs in the groves. 

And clusters of bliss in Immanuel's name 
Call forth guilty sinners' young loves. 

The grapes are of blood such as Eshcol ne'er saw. 
And wrung from the wine-press of truth. 

Where rich dying love, quenching vengeance and law 
Was revealed from the womb of time's youth. 

Thy foundations, sapphires, carbuncles thy gates, 

Thy borders all pleasant with grace ; 
The fruit of redemption on love's portals waits 

To wipe away tears from each face. 



THE HANDKERCHIEF. 

THANKS, many thanks, dear friends, the handker- 
chief to hand. 
All right, both clean and sweet, it fell into good 
Hands. The honest, kind, and good, who look 
Beyond this present state of things, to future bliss 



54 THE RESURRECTION. 

Where Jesus reigns, in deathless glory, where Jewish 

wrath 
Can't reach, nor Roman judges mock, as Herod did. 
O wondrous submission ! ! ! the Son of God in chains !. 
My very senses reel and stagger at the thought. 
And yet that was not all. He e'en laid down his life — 
That life that none could take away He willingly 
" Laid down," and dying, died the death — death for 

the saints. 
Most precious in his Father's sight, so Hebrews say. 
And so do we — poor Gentiles, glad of falling crumbs. 
May heaven protect you both, both night and day ; 
And when the tempest roars, then shelter ye 
By faith, in his dear side, who bled for you. 



THE RESURRECTION. 

NO monument raise to my name. 
But tell his love who died for me, 
And saved me from my sin and shame 
By his own death on Calvary. 

Those sculptured stones are far too mean 
To tell the worth of dying love ; 

The resurrection, glorious scene. 
Will tell the song for heaven above. 

My Christ Omnipotent shall raise 
This flesh from vile corruption free, 

These eyes shall with immortal gaze 
See Him who died on Calvary. 

O glorious prospect, blissful hope. 
My soul looks o'er the verge of time, 

But, clogged with sin again I droop. 
Yet on this dying love recline. 
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GOD'S PRESENCE. 

THE Lord is near to trembling saints 
Who on Him call in time of need, 
He listens to their sad complaints, 
And says from sin they shall be free. 

The voice of truth rings from the soul. 
The Lord Himself the sound well-knows, 

Approves the cry, and will control 
The foes who do that soul oppose. 

The secret wishes of that soul 
Shall be fulfilled with gracious care ; 

The wounded spirit God makes whole, 
And strengthens all who do Him fear. 

The Lord will each poor sinner save 
Who seeks his grace, with heartfelt sigh, 

In Satan's power He will not leave 
His broken weeping ones who cry. 



THE SNOWDROPS. 

THAT bonny bunch of snowdrops. 
So pretty green and white, 
The first sweet voice from winter past 
That speaks of summer bright. 

Go deck the ladies' toilet, 
.And shed thy fragrance there ; 

Thy doom is fixed, I see thee fade. 
Yet firee firom grief and care. 

Not so the hapless maiden 

Whom treacherous storms have blown ; 
She sits and sighs with grief and pain. 

And seeks to weep alone. 



56 ON PRESENTATION OF A STAFF. 

ON PRESENTATION OF A STAFF. 

YOUR present, sir, " The Staff," came safe to hand, 
In mounting rich, a straight Malacca wand, 
Well tip'd, engrav'd, the residence made plain, 
Of him who holds the gift, both pleased and vain. 

Yes, such is man ; a trifle will elate, 
Raise high his spirits, and new joy create ; 
Soon he forgets the past, " now " bright appears. 
And thus time steals away his passing years. 

Long may you walk erect, without a prop. 
And when the years shall come that you shall stoop. 
May staff unseen, e*en strength from God be given. 
And wings of faith, to fly from earth to heaven. 



THE HAIR NET. 

MISS B.'s hair net, so bonny and brown, 
I found it one morning astray ; 
I dress'd it, caress'd it, and wish'd it my own ; 
The longer I dress'd it the brighter it shone ; 
I thought of its owner, then left it alone. 
Afraid she might frown or say nay. 

What rapid successions of thoughts filPd my soul. 

And carried my heart right away ; 
I neither had power to retract or control. 
The bonnie brown hair net had captured the whole. 
And there I stood speechless, my senses were stole. 

At length I exclaimed, shell say nay. 

How warm the volitions that flashed through my heart, 
How sad when 'twas filled with dismay. 
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Dejected, afflicted, with torture and smart ; 
No balm could be furnish'd by science or art. 
The bonnie brown hair net alone could impart. 
If she would not frown, nor say nay. 

Ill bow, asking pardon, if this be a crime. 
But, somehow, I could not well hide 

The glow, so electric, so bright did it shine ; 

I thought if that hair net should ever be mine. 

How I should caress it, and never would tine * 
The hair net, whatever betide. 



MY HAT. 

YOUR hat I tried on for the first time last night. 
It fits most delightful, both easy and tight ; 
And as for the fashion, the first of the time, 
And more " super-super " because it is mine. 

I thank you, dear friend, may your own fit as well, 
And always fit easy when time-tides do swell ; 
May conscience approving, whatever betide. 
Prevent you from scratching it up on one side. 

And peace to your partner, the soul of your life. 
May love in her bosom subdue cank'ring strife. 
Till over life's voyage, you're moor'd on yon shore, 
Where storms and wild tempests can reach you no 
more. 



THE ANGELS SONG. 

THE song of the angels, when Jesus descended. 
Was truth in its openings by prophets long told. 
The shepherds did listen, the Pharisees scorned. 
And wise men from far, did then: treasures unfold. 

* Lose. 



58 THE PREACHERS. 

The angels attended when Christ was in danger, 
And warned poor Joseph to Egypt to flee, 

And brought Him again from the land of the stranger, 
And watched o'er his childhood in wild Galilee. 

The angels his agony saw in the garden 

And watched o'er his wilderness conflict as well, 

'Midst beams of Omnipotence saw the Jew harden 
In asking his blood, on their offspring to dwell 

The angels the stone roU'd away from his prison. 
Inviting the saints to behold where He lay. 

Assuring the dear longing souls He was risen 

And changed death and darkness to bright shining 
day. 

Yes, angels the story can tell of Redemption, 
And wonder and sing of the victories of Christ, 

But sinners know best, of the glorious exemption 
From death and damnation, and I with the rest. 



THE PREACHERS. 

THE most of the preaching we hear is pure twaddle, 
With men unacquainted with heaven's design. 
How solemn, and sad, that such tyros should dabble 
In myst'ries so great, and in themes so sublime. 

My soul has long sighed, to see Zion in fetters 

Her myst'ries concealed, midst the wreck of the fall, 

And poor wretched men clad in classical tatters 
Distorting the Gospel, eclipsing the fall. 

O Lord, for thy light, for thy grace, for thy teaching, 
A heart sound in statutes, declared by the Lord ; 

A tongue to confound those whose ears are still itching, 
Still learning, yet cannot God's mysteries record. 



LEARN£D MEN. 59 

How Strange that from prudent and wise Thou dost 
hide it 

And teach it to babes of the lowliest mind, 
It is even so precious, Lord, Thou hast said it, 

Who art ever good, ever gracious and kind. 

Then hail ! for thy glory. Thou truth-teaching Jesus, 
And hail for thy sweet revelation to men ; 

And hail for thy precious atonement that frees us 
From wrath and damnation, amen and amen. 



LEARNED MEN. 

SOME learned men can well explain 
The heights and depths of lore. 
But as for me, I cannot see 
The beauties they adore. 

Let truth well told, my tongue unfold, 
Great pleasure there I find, 

Reveal the weight with all my might 
And leave the gloss behind. 

In sleek alert, let logic dart 

Across the airy brain, 
I seek the soul, and then the whole 

I hold of man's domain. 

With wrangling men, I would disdain 

To flourish in debate, 
Lest when at last the die is cast 

We find our jangling late. 



THE PREACHER. 

THE man who trifles in the Gospel scheme 
Is doomed to bear an ignominious name, 
And ages yet unborn shall see his guile — 
His flattery hate, pronounce his conduct vile. 
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O thou, my soul, thine own defects deplore, 
Seek to exalt, and each great truth adore ; 
Spirit of grace, my wa)rward steps control, 
Enrich my heart, and, oh ! possess my souL 

Blessed Lamb ! can I mistaken be 

In clinging to thy cross and trusting Thee ? 

1 have no other refuge, hope, or friend ; 
O lead me safely to my journey's end. 

O let thy love descend upon my heart ; 
Renew my spirit. Lord, in every part ; 
Say I am thine, convince my doubting mind. 
Drive all my fears, and. Lord, once more be kind. 



FAR AWAY. 

OW far from God I am, 
Alas ! how sad my state ! 
Were kingdoms, thrones, and empires mine, 
They would not joy create. 



H' 



I know sin cannot damn 
The soul redeemed by blood ; 
The Lord's redemption's not a sham. 
It is the work of God. 

But O, it separates. 
Makes all within so hard ; 
It petrifies the very soul, 

And draws one from the Lord. 

All feeling good it kills. 
All tenderness displace. 
Locks out all sympathetic rills. 
And bolts the doors of grace. 



THE LEANING BRIDE. 6 1 

Dear Lord, my sins subdue, 
Iniquities remove, 
And let me prove thy covenant true — 
Thy everlasting love. 



THE LEANING BRIDE. 

A STRANGE reclining one I see, 
In deep distress and poverty, 
Yet leaning on the Lord. 

It is the Church so long foretold, 
For whom Christ died in days of old. 
In Jewry now laid waste. 

Her eyes oft lifted up on high, 
O how she pants, I hear her sigh. 
Her state is sad indeed. 

At times I see her smile again, 
And say. My hopes are not in vain, 
I shall get safe at last. 

But, ah ! this vile deceitful heart. 
How desperate black in every part, 
It is an awful sight. 

If Jesus died for sin and me, 
Mercy will surely set me free, 
And sprinkle me with blood. 

ni wait, and hang, and lean, and look 
To Him who all their sorrows took. 
Perhaps He died for me. 

I've felt it good to hear his name. 
And think my heart does love the same, 
But I am jealous stilL 
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O could I leave it in his hand, 
And trust and bow at his command, 
How happy should I be. 



THE PURE WHITE STONE. 

A WONDROUS name in that white stone. 
The gift of God to me— 
" Beulah," her name, Christ did atone, 
And set his loved one free. 

O precious stone, dear rock of God, 

Gaz'd on by seven eyes. 
Enthroned now in that high abode. 

Above these azure skies. 

Most precious is that rock ; despis'd 

By Gentile and by Jew ; 
But by poor saints most highly prized. 

Though feeble, poor, and few. 

The purity of God is there, 

Love and eternal power ; 
Once pointed at as Israel's Star, 

In Jacob's lowly hour. 

O precious stone, Lord, let me read 

My name in Thee and see 
That I am " Beulah," loved indeed. 

Delighted in by Thee. 

Then let the world and hell both frown. 

And rage like foaming tide. 
Since Christ the Lamb my soul doth own, 

I'll shelter in his side. 
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THE LONGING PILGRIM. 

AH me ! I weary am of this sad life, 
A constant battle, an eternal strife ; 
Why is my nature so perverse and wild ? 
How dare I think m)^elf a true-born child ? 

A child of grace has some respite and ease, 
With me the battle's one, a constant tease ; 
I look for morning through the darkest night, 
And hope for victory in a constant fight 

When shall my better part shake off this clay, 
And rise to mansions of eternal day ; 
Mansions of life, of light, of joy, of love. 
In regions of eternal day above. 

O blessed Jesus ! dear atoning Lamb ! 

The first, the last, the uncreated One ; 

O let me see thy face in desert days. 

Lord, tune my heart, that I may sing thy praise. 



THANKSGIVING. 

BESTOW thy blessing, gracious God, 
On mercies in our hand ; 
Grant living faith to walk the road. 
To dear ImmanueFs land 

And oh ! may Christ the living bread 
Each drooping spirit cheer ; 

With grace to lean on Christ our head, 
And strength through this new year. 
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THANKSGIVING. 

ACCEPT our humble thanks, great God, 
Oh ! raise our souls in song, 
To Thee, for mercies great and good, 
To whom all praise belong. 

And when our meetings here are past. 

And death has laid us low, 
May we assemble. Lord, at last, 

Where living waters flow. 



THE MORNING STAR. 

" T>RIGHT Morning Star ! " eternal guide divine, 
-L^ O shed thy rays upon this soul of mine ; 
Draw me, O draw me, from myself afar. 
And lead, O lead me safe — Sweet Star. 

" Bright Morning Star ! " Thy rays dispel the night, 
And chase the shadows o*er the mountain's height. 
Bring dews and bliss from " morning's womb " afar^ 
O come, and show thyself — Bright Star. 

"Bright Morning Star!" Thy course I long to see, 
Scattering dark clouds that so envdbp me ; 
Thy shining rays will chase my foes afar, 
Then haste, O haste, and come — Dear Star. 

" Bright Morning Star ! " My faith in Thee is strong,. 
But wearied waiting 'midst this sinful throng. 
Dash through the host, Almighty Man of War, 
Omnipotent Thou art — Great Star. 

" Bright Morning Star ! " eternal is thy light, 
All other stars shall sink in endless night ; 
When blasting death all nature's glories mar. 
Thy glories shall break forth — Life Star. 
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SATURDAY'S PRAYER. 

DEAR Lord, help me to-morrow, 
And teach me what to say 
To those who are in sorrow, — 
O send a joyful day. 

O chase away this sadness 

By thy bright rising beams ; 
Grant them a day of gladness, 

And bliss, 'mongst gospel streams. 

Appear, dear Lord, in glory. 

With power to pardon sin ; 
Send thy redemption story, 

To wash the leper clean. 

And those confined by sickness. 

Dear Lord, be near their bed ; 
Grant them submissive meekness. 

Amongst the tears they shed. 

Tell them, the roaring ocean 
Shall not their souls overwhelm; 

Their faith is more than notion, 
AndiCfarist is at the helm. 



THE LITTLE APRON. 

THIS little apron, neat and clean, 
A useful little cover. 
Long out of place, and seldom seen. 
For weeks has been a rover. 

I found it in a cannie place. 
Wrapt up by fingers tender, • 

Far from its owner's smiling face, 
Since full moon in November. 

F 
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I picked it up, looking it o*er, 
Said it belongs to , 

And lodged it where I treasures store, 
For that sweet warbling linnet. 

And may her heart redemption sing, 
And tongue tell out the story. 

Till earth with hallelujahs ring, 
And God receive the glory. 



TO MRS. R- 



MY Dear Mrs. R , I'm sorry to say. 
My cold has been bad, and no better to-day ; 
To dine with your nieces would please me right well, 
But how to get there, my dear friend, I can't tell. 

We left Mrs. John in the grave-yard to-day, 
To mingle with dust until time pass away, 
Where we'll be laid shortly to rest in our bed, 
Till Christ come to call us, our glorious Head. 

Church meeting to-morrow, by this you will find 
My time is but short, were I e'er so inclined. 
To meet your dear nieces, yourself, and dear John, 
And then there's Miss R ** I'll meet her alone." 

But all must go down since my cold is so bad, 
My own body feeble, and spirits right sad ; 
The tempest of time on the old man does tell. 
Then, dear Mrs. R I bid you farewell. 



A FRIEND'S DEATH. 

HE'S gone, O wondrous thought, he's gone, 
To worlds of joy where Jesus reigns ; 
He's gone to bow before the throne. 
Free from all weakness, sin, or pains. 
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Death can no more becloud his soul, 
No more shall sin his heart dismay ; 

No carnal thought shall now control, 
The soul's let loose in glorious day. 

What glorious sights he now beholds. 
While led by Him who died for sin. 

As Jesus his death-love unfolds, 
And ransom'd souls their song begin. 

wondrous change ! O rich delight ! 

A ransom'd soul set free from sin ; 
No shadows now, or fears of night. 

With Christ the Lamb he's now shut in. 

could my eyes that scene behold. 
Where Jesus leads to fountains clear. 

And moving over streets of gold. 
Join in that song with myriads there. 

The song is Jesu's love and blood. 
Fain would I sing its notes below ; 

Long, long has Satan firm withstood. 
But Christ shall dash that desperate foe. 

And when he's trampled under foot. 
My soul shall sing with them above ; 

Nor can the heart remain now mute 
When moved by Jesu's dying love. 

for a gale of heavenly grace. 
To praise the Eternal Three in One, 

Who from this wretched sinful place, 
Is gathering ransomed sinners home. 

Wait then, loved friends, the day will come, 
'Tis fixed, and time moves fast away ; 

We're nearer home each rolling sun, — 
Fly time and bring that glorious day. 
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TO MRS. H 



MY dear Mrs. H , till lately I lost 
That sweet, precious name you have got to your 
cost; 
Howe'er well he loves you, in union most dear, 
You'll find my words true, if you tarry long here. 

You'll find life a battle, though fortune may smile, 
But be not disheartened, but labour and toil ; 
Reward for the labourer, profit and gains. 
Are certain to come to repay for the pains. 

And now, 'mid your toil, you have moments so sweety 
Forgetting all trouble, your bliss is complete ; 
And may that great blessing, e'en life from the Lord, 
Enrich you and teach you his name to record. 

May you and your H enjoy all that's good. 

And offspring to cheer you when doleful in mood ; 
With oceans of patience — you will require that, — 
And now, dear young friends, many thanks for the hat. 



FAREWELL TO IVY COTTAGE. 

FAREWELL, dear cottage home, O sweet retreat. 
From worldly toils and cares and bustling time. 
Long have thy shady bowers and roses sweet 
Refresh'd my heart, when I could call thee mine. 

Long has thy mantling ivy hid the chinks 
Of thy dear humble love-surrounded walls, 
Where hung the cherry and the vine in links, — 
The stranger now may desecrate thy halls. 
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Where oft the humble soul, on bended knee, 
Approached the Almighty with a trembling tongue, 
Strangers may revel now in mirth and glee. 
Thy halls resound with some blasphemous song. 

O time, thou hurling stream, rolling away 
Our dearest pleasures to that gulf unknown ; 
O for a subject where my soul may stay, 
A place of rest near the Eternal throne. 

Tis Christ, I mean, the Ark, that sanctum dear. 
Where blood-bought ones retire in sacred peace. 
And hide from nature's sweets that often cheer. 
And drink from that deep fountain-stream of grace. 

There I'd retire from earthly things and hide. 
Hide in the Lamb, in his deep wounds and blood ; 
There in death's struggles may my soul abide, 
Till wafted safe across that fearful flood. 

And then, O then shall rise that wondrous song, 
5ong of redemption of Almighty power ; 
Hold fast till then, O leave me not alone. 
Omnipotence protect me every hour. 



THE ABSENT HUSBAND. 

TELL her, ye winds, that blow so far and fast. 
Tell her I love, and will do to the last ; 
Tell her my heart is knit to her in truth ; 
Tell her I've loved her from a very youth. 

Tell her, ye storms, that roar o'er land and sea. 
To sleep in peace, and rest from danger free ; 
Hushed be her fears, when tempests round her roar ; 
May peacefril visions bless her evermore. 



yo TIME MEASURED. 

Tell her, ye falling rains, that see her fears. 

Tell her my love grows strong and fond with years ; 

In visions of the night I see her face ; 

Tell her I take her to the throne of grace. 

Tell her, ye softening breezes from the West, 
Whose gentle fanning yields refreshing rest, 
Ye softer zephyrs moving through the grove, 
Just whisper in her soul my tenderest love. 

Tell her, ye rivers, streams, and purling brooks, 
As on thy brink she stands, with anxious looks. 
Tell her if I had wings how soon I'd fly. 
Relieve her heart, and kiss away the sigh. 

Bear up, dear loved one, let no cares distress, 
A little time will make thy fears the less ; 
Both loving and affectionate thou art. 
Those are the powers that do so bind my heart. 

And when in nature's struggle thou must fight, 
May guardian angels tell thee all is right — 
Tell thee of mother Eve and Sarah's case. 
They fought the fight of love and won by grace. 

And when the battle's past and fears all o'er, 
Thy lambkin landed on this dreary shore, 
May God enrich thy soul with songs of praise. 
To nature's God, and to the God of grace. 



TIME MEASURED. 

BE down stairs at seven. 
Have breakfast at eight. 
The cloth mov'd by nine. 
And the kitchen all straight ; 
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For time's on the wing, 

And flies away fast, 
At nine by the clock, 

One quarter day's past 



LINES TO MY SISTER. 

MY dear, dying sister, may Jesus be near 
To save thy dear soul from alarms ; 
Our death-conquering Lord will preserve thee from fear. 
And hush thee to sleep in his arms. 



THE MEDICINE. 

DEAR Mr. J , your medicine's a cure 
Combined with scientific skill and learned care. 
It gives relief in less than half an hour, 
And frees the struggling breast from chronic fear. 

The compound pleasant, profitable, good. 
Cheering the patient, and producing sweet repose ; 

Changing cross tempers to a joyful mood ; 
Endearing friendship and forgetting woes. 

No truckling quack could such a charm produce ; 
Bronchitis, asthma, cough, consumption, all give way 

Before its power ; the rich arcadian juice 
Sweeps all before its vigorous high commanding sway. 

Appoint your agents, sir, both far and near ; 
Disseminate your skill until the world shall sing 

Of Garrett Street, the fountain ever dear. 
Of health, and love, and joy, and every pleasant thing. 



72 A NEW LIGHT. 

A NEW LIGHT. 

WHEN first I saw my Bible right, 
The words did shine so clear and bright, 
As I ne'er saw before ; 
I turned it o'er, inside and out. 
And found it was the same, no doubt. 
And wondered still the more. 

I then said. Are my eyes the same ? 
IVe read it o*er and o'er again, 

But now it speaks to me 
A solemn message from the Lord, 
And things alarming does record, 

I now both feel and see. 

It seems a living book so true, 
I doubt it's only seen by few. 

As none have told me this ; 
It's hot, e'en as a burning fire, 
And burns up every loose desire, 

And ne'er a thought does miss. 

I thought myself an honest saint, 
Believed in Christ, and quite content 

Till this new light sprung up. 
But now I know not what to do. 
For I am wrong, and God's word's true — 

Mine is a bitter cup. 

God's word's a hammer, smashing all 
My best good works, both great and small, 

And leaves me lost and vile ; 
How strange my Bible now appears, 
After the lapse of many years, 

I read and dare not smile. 
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The law of God now dooms me so 
To wrath and to eternal woe, 

I see God's word is right ; 
All its demands are just and true, 
It still insists that I must do, 

And yet I have no might. 

Another portion, marked with blood. 
Shows where a slaughtered victim stood. 

Atoning as he bled ; 
The law fulfilled, God's own Christ, 
Both Mediator and High Priest, 

The Church's Living Head. 



INVITATIONS. 

COME, O my people, come and sweetly hide 
In chamber secret, and shut to thy door ; 
Pour out thy sorrows like a bursting tide. 
Thy Father hears, and will sweet peace restore. 

Open rewards will God the Father give 
To secret mourners who in closets hide ; 
At his dear feet 'tis sweet to feel we live ; 
When resting there we care not what betide. 

A little moment and the strife will end, 
The indignation will be past and gone ; 
The sins of time all lost in that dear friend 
Who did on Calvary our guilt atone. 

He says, My people come, come, ye are mine ; 
I bought you with my blood, you're not your own ; 
I in the law-place for the guilty stood ; 
I looked for help, but ah ! I could find none. 
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Thy dead shall live, though dwelling in the dust 
They shall awake and sing the glorious song ; 
Thy dew, like dew of herbs, gracious and blest, 
Like ointment precious shall perfume the throng. 

O wondrous thought, to see the dead arise, 
Rise from the slumbers of six thousand years ; 
Adam and Eve, in wonder and surprise. 
Their progeny shall see, void parents* cares. 

The one great God will then the Father be 
Of all redeemed by blood, and saved by grace ; 
From law, sin, death, and hell and grave set free. 
Raised to behold our dying Saviour's face. 



INFANTS DEATH. 

DEAR woman, mother of the tender bud, ' 
That sprang in nature's soil and rose to bliss, 
Think how thy offspring does the crown bestud 
Of Him whom Jews did mock and traitor kiss. 

O may thy soul arise to God in songs 

For favours giv'n in this dark vale of tears ; 

To God, your own God, all the praise belongs. 
Who guides you through the trial of passing years. 

And when thy time arrives to meet the foe 

That snapt the tender bud, and caus'd thee smart,. 

O may thy anxious spirit long to go 

To dwell with Him who now reigns in thy heart. 



TO IDLERS. 

'"nACCA, beer, and gossip, 
JL) A mixture for the brain 
Of idlers, lounging on through life, 
Heedless of toil or pain. 
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How happily they chat, 
Toes basking by the fire ; 
First one old gossip, and then that. 
Old quaint bits they admire. 

The 'bacca and the beer 
Begin to mix their powers, 
Till social chat their spirits cheer, 
Time flies away by hours. 

The 'bacca makes demands, 
The beer supplies the wants ; 
" Just wash it down," the victim says, 
Each cordially consents. 

Sip — on they sip, with glee ; 
Old days return with power ; 
Their past enjoyments they can see 
Fresh as a blooming flower. 

Their sorrows they forget. 
Are free from grief and pains ; 
They neither cough, nor sneeze, nor spit, 
John Barleycorn now reigns. 

Old gossip takes the lead. 
Nor slander they regard ; 
It may be false, it may be true, 
I tell just what I heard. 

The gazetteer sits by. 
Listening with patient heed ; 
" Report, it says," — and so will I, 
Additions, too, with speed. 

Away the slander goes. 
Like ball of snow in thaw. 
Certain to gain but never lose, 
Its shape defies all law. 
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'Bacca, beer, and gossip 
Spread mischief all around ; 
Draw from a fountain vile and black, 
And honest hearts confound. 

All moral honour gone, 
Religion goes for cant ; 
Sunk is the man who might have shone 
In high and noble rank. 



THE BONFIRE. 

HAIL ! Bonfire-night, with cracks and blaze, 
And fireworks mounting to the skies ; 
We'll dance and shout in joyful plays. 
With merry hearts and beaming eyes. 

** Old Guy Fawkes " and his black design 
Were caught in time to save our land ; 
The God of England gave the sign, 
And saved us from the monster's hand. 

Then let us toss our Bonfire high. 
And dance around our blazing fire ; 
And may we heave the thankful sigh, 
That God upset old Rome's desire. 

Where had we been had hell's design 
Been carried out our peace to mar ? 
Deluged in bloodshed for a time, 
Deep-gulphed in hot intestine war. 

'Tis true the monster must come down, 
God's word declares the sacred truth. 
And sink in deep eternal gloom ; 
Thanks for God's word in days of youth. 
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Then let us round our Bonfire dance, 
And send up fireworks to the skies, 
As sprightly coursers neigh and prance, 
When victors o*er some mighty prize. 

Ours is a dance of heartfelt joy, 
Of gratitude for favours given ; 
We therefore raise our Bonfire high 
To show there is a God in heaven. 

Young as we are we know his word, 
And it shall stand whatever fall ; 
We're taught to read that grand record 
That ends all strife with great and small. 

Then let us in our Sunday School 
Observe God's hand in providence. 
See how his arm the nations rule. 
And learn there's no such thing as chance. 



THE CHANGE. 

THE new man of grace, and the old man of sin, 
Hold life in a tempest without and within ; 
The seventh of Romans the portrait has drawn. 
The painting complete by a practical man. 

Two enemies desperate, the conflict is wild. 
The one an old veteran, the other a child ; 
The match most unequal, yet resolute both ; 
The one fights in vengeance, the other by faith. 

The field is all gory and has been for years. 
In crossing you find it well watered with tears ; 
The young struggling hero is oft heard to sigh, 
And crying for help to come down from on high. 
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Sometimes the foe's down, then the young hero smiles, 
And shouldering his weapon himself he beguiles ; 
Till listening he finds the old foe at his heart, 
In dexterous deceit he's a master of art. 

The motions of sin tease the new man to death. 
Though fairly delivered through Jesus by faith ; 
Sin still takes occasion to show its vile head, 
Which show the law's living and sin not quite dead. 

<jod's good holy law, the commandment is just. 
And sent by the Lord, it revives all our lust ; 
And though there's redemption in Jesus by faith. 
The guilty one finds that good law unto death. 

And O the sad conflict between sin and grace. 
Attacking, retreating, with many a chase ; 
In spiritual warfare the law did begin. 
But, ah ! I am carnal and sold under sin. 

The things I allow not, e'en those things I do, 
And do not the right thing, alas, it is true ; 
The things that I hate, e'en those things I commit, 
Which show I'm a paradox, strange yet complete. 

And now in my flesh dwelleth nothing that's good ; 
I'm carnal, and sin is the carnal mind's food ; 
Yet all sin I hate, in the fear of the Lord, 
And, dying, this glorious truth would record. 

And now to the secret, it is no more I ; 

My heart would be holy to live or to die. 

But sin dwelling in me maintains its own place, 

Still conquered and crushed by Omnipotent grace. 

Thus laws of the members and laws of the mind 
In warring lead captive the man well inclined. 
Till saints cry out, " Oh ! wretched man that I am, 
Oh ! who shall deliver?" Omnipotence can. 
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Thanks, thanks to the Saviour, our Lord Jesus Christ, 
Our Saviour God, our Eternal High Priest, 
Who sees my mind serving the gospeFs sweet sound. 
The flesh often walking on death's carnal ground. 

'Tis thus with all those who God's holy law know ; 
It's helpless, but mightily strong to overthrow ; 
A dead husband, living, with power to command, 
Exacting with rigour and merciless hand. 

Now, see the poor widow, whose husband's just dead. 

Looks round for another to shelter her head ; 

At liberty now, she is married again. 

And brings forth sweet fruit to the Lamb that was slain. 



MY OLD BIBLE 

OTHOU blest Book, though torn and battered. 
With filthy hands, and dirt bespattered, 
Thou'rt still a treasure from on high, 
A light that gilds this lower sky. 

Though now thou'rt laid aside and dusty. 
Thy golden edges brown and musty. 
Thy once sleek-back morocco bright. 
That now can scarce endure the light. 

Once thou wert foremost on the shelf, 
I sought no book but just thyself; 
And oft sat down with joy and glee. 
To spend a blessed hour with thee. 

Tis now some forty years and more 
Since I thy treasures did explore ; 
Twas there I saw the Lamb of God 
Wrapp'd in his garments dyed in blood. 



\ 
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'Twas there I found the peace of God 
Rest on my bosom through his blood, 
And chase my sins through his dear name ; 
How bright and glorious then thy fame ! 

I hugged thee to my heart with pride, 
And blest the Lord and thee beside ; 
I said thou'rt worth all worlds to me, 
I part with all things else but thee. 

How thou and I did chime and chatter ; 
We talked of Calvary's solemn matter ; 
I sat and wept, catching the breeze. 
Blown from thy fragrant spicy trees. 

Thou garden-orchard of the Lord, 
Where grace-set plants find grace restored, 
Where promises, exceeding great. 
Poured on the soul new life create. 

How is it now that I can read 
Thy pages with so little heed, 
And careless pass e'en Calvary by 
Without a thought, a tear, or sigh ? 

O blest old Book, thou'rt still the same ; 
I'll hug thee to my breast again, 
And wait and pray and long and sigh, 
'Till heaven sends dew-drops from on high. 

Then shall I sing in concert glee 
A song of the Eternal Three ; 
Nor know which to adore the most, 
The Father, Son, or Holy Ghost. 



OBSERVATION. 8 1 

OBSERVATION. 

YOUR manners are jauntish and odd, 
Have always been so from a youth ; 
That hated significant nod 
Makes falsehood appear as if truth. 

You're subtle, and sneakish, and vain. 

Would hide yourself under a veil ; 
A place of importance would gain, 

But, so far, you signally fail 

Now, sit down and learn to retire, 

And find thyself, man, but a fool ; 
And know how real worth to admire. 

By lessons at nature's own school. 

If obstinate still you remain, 

And strong, sterling truth will not see, 
Youll fall among Solomon's slain, 

That fool in his mortar you'll be. 



THE KNOWLEDGE OF JESUS. 

DID Christ die, and not know who for? 
Good Lord, correct our hearts, make us abhor 
Such thoughts ; how ignorant must Christ have been 
When He engaged to die the death for sin. 

But can it be, He did not know for whom 
He cried " 'Tis finished," when the work was done ? 
When darkness veil'd the earth, the cross, and heaven, 
Did Christ not know for whom the life was given ? 

O Lord, such ignorance forbid ; our Christ, 
Ordained a King^ our Prophet, and our Priest, 
Knowing what would come on Him, " surety grand," 
Stood like a Lamb, could death and hell command. 



82 A DISCOVERING GOD. 

But now a servant poor, and humble too, 
A certain work he had engaged to do ; 
To save a certain number of the lost, 
The law to magnify, his blood the cost. 

To do all this, and yet not know who for 1 
My soul, do thou such ignorance abhor ; 
Such Saviour is not mine ; all things He knows, 
For he is God to conquer all our foes. 

The knowledge of the Lord our Christ is grand, 
Extending far o*er earth and sea and land. 
And higher than the heights of heaven. 
Knows well for whom his life on earth was given. 



A DISCOVERING GOD. 

THINE hand shall find out all thy foes, O Lord, 
Who hate thy people, Thee and thy blest word ; 
They lurk in secret, bend their bow to shoot. 
Rampant with pride, thy sacred word dispute. 

Thy hand shall find them out, oh ! Thou most high, 
Whose will is done on earth and in the sky ; 
Who spoke and it was done, at whose command 
Water subsided from this now dry land. 

Thine hand shall find all out, who Thee despise, 
In carnal ignorance they think they're wise ; 
Their wisdom's error, and their pride's a cheat. 
Their words are vapours, and their gain deceit 

Thy right hand is engaged to find out those 
Who hate thy name, and thy blest word despise ; 
Omnipotence shall drag them to the light. 
And show their hatred in the Church's sight. 



GOD WORK. S^ 

Their fhiit shall be destroyed from off the earth ; 
Their seed unknown 'mong men where they had birth ; 
For they intended evil vile in form, 
Device and craft which they could not perform. 



GOD WORK. 

IN bringing many sons to glory, Lord, 
Oh ! what a Captain did thy grace afford — 
A Captain strong and wise, and great and good. 
Who for the Church poured out his precious blood. 

God it became to give our Captain power, — 
Power o'er all flesh his bought ones to secure, 
That he might say to South, North, East and West, 
My ransomed ones give up, they shall be blest. 

For them I gave my life a sacrifice. 
They're much beloved and precious in my eyes ; 
They're jewels rare, and I will make them shine ; 
In that great day the world shall know they're mine. 

By my eternal covenant a gift. 
Nor shall one hoof of them a prey be left ; 
My Father gave me power to bring them home, 
To glory from this world, death and the tomb. 

Fear not then, little flock, I bought thee dear. 
Thy Father watches thee with tender care ; 
'Tis his good pleasure, he the kingdom gives, 
You cannot die, because your Captain lives. 

For it became Him, author of all things. 
Who sinners saves, and them to glory brings, 
To make their Captain perfect and complete 
Through sufferings, death, and poverty most mete. 







84 THE LONGING ONE. 

THE LONGING ONE. 

WHY so far from him I love, 
From him who died for me ? 
How is it I this coldness prove 
So far from Calvary ? 

My heart a sink of sin and shame, 

Depravity and lust, 
I'm far from holy, good, or clean. 

One thought I dare not trust 

And can the holy one dwell here ? 

Can this be his abode ? 
Oh for one shining ray to cheer 

And move this desperate load. 

I know what he can do at will, 
All power is in his hand ; 

He can my soul's desires fulfil. 
And life and grave command. 



^THE SMOKING CAP. 

rPHE cap, dear Mrs — , the cap with neb most neat, 
-I A fit delightful, and design complete ; 
A thinking-cap, to cover sleep and brains withal ; 
Or smoking-cap, to swagger in the hall. 

In hours of dull retirement, when reflection reigns, 
Or warmer moment when the passion gains 
Supreme control, and moves the heart right far away. 
May your black cap forbid the mind to stray. 

May you, dear kindly friend, enjoy life's better times. 
Lean on that breast where guilty ones recline ; 
Feel his relationship in ties of love and blood, 
Who for transgressors the grand victim stood. 



CONFIDENCE IN THE CREATOR. ^5 

He, he has power, thy every passion to command, 
And give contentment in this desert land ; 
Or own his ravish'd heart, by tender loving eyes. 
And speak of glories waiting in the skies. 

O may his loving heart and voice your heart control, 
To love him in return with your whole soul ; 
Until you hear at last, that invitation come, 
•Come dwell with me in your Eternal home. 



CONFIDENCE IN THE CREATOR. 

ALMIGHTY God of heaven and earth, 
Who gave the world and nations birth. 
By whom kings reign and princes rule, 
O keep me in thy sacred school ; 
Instruct my heart and let me see 
My safety only is in Thee. 

Almighty Lord, O purge my heart ; 
The power is thine strength to impart ; 
Fm weakness, sin, and foolishness, 
And often sink in deep distress ; 
Sin is the cause of all my fear, 
Soul-poverty and painful care 

Almighty Christ, reveal thy blood. 
Atoning when the victim stood 
Alone nailed to the cursed tree. 
That Jesus Christ then died for me ; 
That sight would all my fears subdue, 
Would make me love and praise thee too. 



86 PRECIOUS JEWELS. 

I think I love, but, O 'tis faint ; 
Such coldness ill becomes a saint ; 
For whom Christ died and rose again, 
Lord, give a constant melting flame ; 
O might I on thy bosom lean. 
And know my faith is not in vain. 



PRECIOUS JEWELS. 

MY jewels I will own ; they shall be mine 
When time has run its course to yonder shore ;. 
I love them now, they shall in glory shine. 
All bought with blood, and loved for evermore. 

They shall be mine when earth's convulsions rise, 
And flame melts down the earth and heaven above ; 
When rolling worlds depart on burning sky, 
They'll rise to bask in everlasting love. 

Mine, mine they are, all bought with precious blood 
On yonder cross without Jerusalem's gate ; 
When Jews and Romans round in mockery stood, 
And hell's dark ruin hissed in devilish hate. 

When the last trumpet blows, 'twill there be seen 
That they are mine, kept in their glorious head ; 
No more shall daring foes step in between. 
When earth casts out her buried mighty dead. 

Mighty to sing redemption's glorious song. 
To pass by angels in their heights of bliss ; 
Mighty to judge the lost, that mighty throng. 
Who like the traitor gave the treacherous kiss. 

They shall be mine, then all the world shall know 
The Father loved them as he loved the Son ; 
Exalted far above each daring foe, 
'Twill then be glory openly begun. 



THE WORLDLING. 87 

THE WORLDLING. 

HE'S gone at last, a money-grubbing screw, 
Hated by thousands, and but loved by few ; 
How he would scratch a point, in balancing the scale, 
And boast of truth and justice that would never fail. 

A covetous, deceitful monster vile. 
With feigned words his customers beguile ; 
Fair virtue's smile ne'er sat upon his brow, 
His craft was. Get it, never mind the how. 

He's gone, he's gone, he unlamented died ; 
O'er suffering human woe he never sighed ; 
No blessing from the poor he e'er received ; 
A selfish wretch who unrespected lived. 



TONGUE OF SLANDER. 

I'VE heard the tongue of slander railing loud ; 
I've seen the eye-glance of the boasting proud ; 
I've watched the footsteps on the haughty path ; 
Both tongue and eyes I've seen locked fast in death. 

Mouth open-gagged, with glassy eye-balls fixed, 
Convulsive pangs, with heavy breathing mixed ; 
Ah ! me, I said, that boasted power is gone. 
That in the clatter of the tongue once shone. 

May I with holy patience wait my end. 
And "on my God for dying strength depend ; 
Forgive, O Lord, should I offend another. 
And tune my heart with love to every brother. 

THE POETS. 

WHILE Nature's Poets tune their lays. 
And strike their harps in songs of praise. 
Let me, O Lord, thy name declare. 
In song divine in mystery rare. 



SB THE GREAT QUESTION. 

They sing of rivers, woods, and dales. 
Of nature's beauties in the vales ; 
Let me, O Lord, thy glories see. 
While dying on Mount Calvary. 

They sing love stories in the glade, 
Of lovers in the evening shade ; 
To me, O Lord, thy love reveal. 
And by the Spirit's witness seal. 

They sing of flowrets wet with dew. 
Of roses, violets, every hue ; 
Let me of roses tell my tale. 
Of Christ, the lily of the vale. 

The chiefest of ten thousand. He 
Was lashed and torn and bled for me ; 
By whom my paltry prayers prevail. 
By whom I'll pass within the vail. 



THE GREAT QUESTION. 

I'M on a journey to a world unknown, 
And soon must stand before the judgment throne, 
And hear the solemn sentence — Come, or Go, 
To bliss eternal or eternal woe. 

Am I a Christian, or almost so ? 

Have I been born again ? how shall I know ? 

The love of truth, at any sacrifice. 

Is one good mark, though " hypocrites " despise. 

I must be born again, the truth declares, 

In John, third chapter, and the seventh verse ; 

And if not bom again I cannot see 

The kingdom of the blest, the just, the free. 



THE WILTSHIRE GATHERING. 89 

Do I love Bible truths as God's own word ? 
Or do I hate some things God does record, 
And stumble at the path that Paul has trod, 
Call God a cruel and an unjust God ? 

If so, what shall I do when God appears 
To reckon all the sins of all my years ? 
Ill ask " the parson," he will set me right, 
For sure he's walking in the perfect light. 



THE WILTSHIRE GATHERING. 

Calne. 

COME, gather to Shiloh, from glen and from moun- 
tain. 
From plough and from homestead, in poverty's roof ; 
Come, gather to Shiloh, where clear stream and foun- 
tain 
Pour forth new life waters for age and for youth. 

Ye children of Zion, both young men and maidens. 
To Shiloh come, longing for wine and for oil ; 
There's rest for the weary and sore heavy-laden, 
A rock and a shadow from labour and toil. 

To Shiloh, from Egypt and Gilgal, God led them 
Who groaned under bondage and slavery of old ; 
The rock poured out water, with manna to feed them. 
He wonderful secrets to them did unfold. 

By cloud and by pillar he was their protection ; 
He hid them when foes would have swallowed them up; 
Examined their tribes with minutest inspection. 
And called them his own, after many a slip. 



90 THE WILTSHIRE GATHERING. 

• 

But long, long ago has the sceptre departed, 
And poor scattered Israel bewails her sad fate ; 
Far sifted 'mongst nations, her sons broken-hearted. 
The scorn of proud monarch, the ignorant's hate. 

But gather to Jesus ; his Father has sent Him ; 
Our Shiloh is God, the Omnipotent Son ; 
" The Lion of Judah,'' though justice has rent him, 
O'er sin, death and hell, he the victory has won. 

Come, come to his banner, all blood-stained and gory;. 
His soul was an offering to save you from hell ; 
The tongue of the stammerer shall yet tell the story, 
For Christ with the humble and lowly shall dwell. 

The wall of partition our Shiloh has broken, 
Both Gentile and Jew now see Bethlehem's star ; 
Christ formed in the heart, in all nations the token. 
In God's dear redeemed ones, both near and afar. 

Our Shiloh is precious to poor weary sinners. 
Who toil with a body of sin and of death ; 
His kind invitations cheer stumbling beginners. 
Who stagger 'twixt duty, good works, and true faith. 

Come, gather to Shiloh ; he'll chase all your darkness,. 
And take all the stumbling-blocks out of your way ; 
And shine on your footpath ; his light is true bright- 
ness; 
He changes the shadows of night into day. 

He opened the way through the vail of the temple, 
(His own sacred flesh) when stern justice once stood ; 
God's law he fulfilled for the weak and the simple, 
Then pressed to the conquest, through wounds and 
through blood. 



THE WILTSHIRE GATHERING. 9 1 

Come to Him, poor sinner, with sins all around thee, 
Hell ne'er cast thee out, no, Jesus's his name ; 
Nor yet will He suffer thy foes to confound thee, 
He's powerful and faithful, for ever the same. 

All power to our Jesus the Father hath given, 
In heaven and earth, and the regions below ; 
He now in the midst of the throne sits in heaven. 
And waits the due time precious gifts to bestow. 

Then gather to Shiloh ! He waits to relieve you ; 
The great silver trump of the gospel is blown ; 
Cast on him your burden ; He will not deceive you ; 
He saves and will bless you ; He counts you his own. 

Whatever thy filth be, there's blood in that fountain 
To wash longing souls who desire to be free ; 
Then come, longing loved one, to God's holy mountain. 
For here his hand rests, he will sure comfort thee. 

The brethren of Judah sing songs to his praises, 
His hand on the neck of their enemies rests ; 
In glorious triumph his brethren he raises. 
The Lion and Prince of the tribe he has blest. 

With royalty crowned is our Prince the Messiah, 
He reigns on the throne with his Father above ; 
See, wondrous predictions declared by Isaiah, 
In proof of his glorious covenant love. 

Come, come, every bought one, his blood is your value,^ 
The blind eye of sense can't this mystery see ; 
Yet watchmen and trumpet shall not fail to tell you. 
The purchase is honoured, the tribe shall be free. 



^2 LAMENTATIONS. 

The awful discount in this dead world's reckoning, 

Reflects dire dishonour on God and his Christ ; 

Yet justice stands clear, while the Spirit stands 

beckoning, 
The bought ones to Jesus their King and their Priest. 

The world lying in wickedness cannot behold him, 
Since sense is not faith, nor is death counted life ; 
Twas nature's religion that bartered and sold him. 
And poor suff'ring nature must die in the strife. 

April, 1875. 

The above gathering give an annual collection to the 
Aged Pilgrim Society, London. 



LAMENTATIONS. 

HOW sad is my state, O how altered my frame ; 
Just lately I sang of the Lamb that was slain. 
Now lonely and tired, with the sins of my heart. 
Ashamed and confounded I act such a part 

How dreadful the tempest roars raging within, 
Each wild heaving billow creating much pain ; 
I sigh for the days when I sang of his love. 
Who died to redeem, He came down from above. 

How cheerless this sad state of nature appears, 
I'm full of distraction surrounded with fears ; 
O how my soul pities the poor out-cast one, 
Who longs for Salvation in Jesus the Lamb. 

How often I pant for the promises made. 
While sitting in darkness in time's dreary shade ; 
And think of the glory when tempests are o'er. 
And rest that's Eternal on yon distant shore. 



LINES TO THE MEMORY OF MR. KERSHAW. 93. 

Ten thousands of thousands ne'er heard of his bloody 

The victim who dying on Calvary stood ; 

why was I made his redemption to own, 

While thousands must perish unheard of, unknown. 



LINES TO THE MEMORY OF 
MR. KERSHAW. 

ROBE in black weeds, ye Rochdale saints ; 
Pour out your wail in sore complaints ; 
Let sorrow trickle from your eyes. 
And ease your heart in sobs and sighs ; 
Your comforter, your joy is fled, 
Th' owd Parson's gone, — ^John Kershaw's dead.. 

Full many heav'nly blasts he blew, 
With Gospel trumpet, sound and true, 
And many hearts made glad through grace, 
While sobs and tears besmear'd each face ; 
But now, alas ! the times are sad ; 
His work is done, and now John's dead. 

How oft he sobb'd and sigh'd in turn, 
While seeking, on a Lord's-day morn. 
For food to feed the weary saints, 
For well he knew their sore complaints ; 
But, now, from anxious cares he's freed, 
His soul's at rest, John Kershaw's dead. 

While handling those memorials dear, 
Those symbols rich, the saints to cheer. 
The Bread, the Wine, that feast of grace, 
How love has shone on his dear face ; 
But now to brighter worlds he's sped. 
And left us here, ah ! me, John's dead. 



94 LINES TO THE MEMORY OF MR. KERSHAW. 

When sin besmear'd the Church's pride, 
How John his honest face would hide, 
And sigh and mourn a brother's fall, 
And pray for one who grieved them all — 
Seek to restore, and grace would plead. 
And weep, and love ; but now he's dead. 

How fond to hear the stammerer's tongue 

In infant, aged, feeble, strong ; 

If John saw roots, the case was his, 

He knew that sighs would turn to praise ; 

He sought to feed with living Bread ; 

But now it's past, " th' ow'd " Parson's dead I 

A hearty friend to God's own poor. 

Would carry bread from door to door ; 

Was cheerful in affliction's cell. 

Soothing the sick, sweet truths would tell ; 

His kindly visits now are fled"; 

Alas ! he's gone, John Kershaw's dead. 

If John a favour would obtain. 

The Church's voice he soon could gain 

By signs and look, which well they knew, 

His logic powerful, strong and true ; 

" Come, my dear friends," then stroke his head ; 

The case was won ; but now John's dead. 

In days of health, how pleased he stood 
Before the saints in cheerful mood ; 
Declaring how the Lamb was slain, 
Till pews and galleries rang again ; 
While holy raptures raised that head 
That's now laid low ; ah ! me, John's dead. 

When wading deep in gospel tides. 
His hands he'd prop against his sides ; 



A PRESENT. 95 

And when his faith reached o'er the ford, 
How dust would fly from Bible-board ; 
Elated saint, the truth he spread, 
Both far and near ; but now he's dead. 

Full many quaint good tales he told, 

Of things well cast in gospel mould ; 

While peace sat brooding on his face, 

And heart right full of mirth and grace ; 

And many a trickling tear he shed 

O'er subjects sweets ; but now, John's dead. 

Dead ! Yes, but still he lives to God, 
Bought with atoning, precious blood ; 
And mingling with the ransom'd choir, 
Each vying note still rising higher. 
That state eternal pleasure gives, 
There our late friend, John Kershaw, lives. 



A PRESENT. 

YOUR present large and broad, 
It put me in a cheerful mood. 
And made me look to God ; 
You meant it not to blind the eyes, 
Tho' Solomon, dear man, was wise. 
And knew well what he said ; 
It was a gift connected with 
The mystery and the life of faith, 
And had God's love in view ; 
That love that baffles human thought. 
And sent God's only Son, that bought 
The Church with his own blood ; 
And we are travelling on through life, 
'Midst outward foes and inward strife, 



96 THE PHOTO. 

And often sorely press'd ; 

And you, my brother, on the way. 

With Christ in view both watch and pray, 

Christ has the battle won — 

Kind Christian love to your best half, 

Who quietly leans on Christ by faith. 

And sometimes hears his voice. 

Tell her, by faith and patience mixed, 

She'll pass on through the pillars fixed 

That form the narrow gate : 

Her faith's God's gift, her patience too, 

And He who gave will more bestow — 

A faithful God is He. 

My thanks, dear friends, right hearty thanks. 

For gifts bestowed 'midst Christmas pranks^ 

May God reward the deed ; 

And oh ! when we at last sit down 

With Jesus on yon glorious throne, 

Or walk the streets of gold. 

Then shall we sing celestial songs. 

With holy, pure, immortal tongues. 

To our redeeming God. 



THE PHOTO. 

DEAR Madam, I send you a shadow. 
But shadows will all pass away. 
As flowers of the grass in the meadow 
To-morrow are turned into hay. 

But why should we sigh and be fretful. 
Or lessen our pleasures of love ? 

Ah ! me, I am often forgetful, 

There are rivers of pleasures above. 



AN EMBLEM. 97 

AN EMBLEM. 

11HE Olive leaf, an emblem 
- Of peace with God on high, 
The dove the Spirit's evidence, 
That Jesus came to die. 

The dove of Jordan's waters. 

In glorious power appears, 
And now dear Judah's daughters 

Wait for descending cheers. 

That Spirit cheers the weary, 

And brings Christ to the soul ; 
Who meets the soul that's cheery, 

And makes the wounded whole. 

Descending dove, O visit, 

With peace, and joy, and love. 
Bring Christ, the Olive Emblem, 

O come, thou Sacred Dove. 

Emblem of Peace, sweet Olive, 
The Branch, with fruit all green. 

Thy peace bestow, blest Jesus, 
And many spirits screen. 



LINES TO A LADY. 

DEAR Madam, a blithe and a bonnie new year 
To you 'midst the changes of time ; 
May peace be your lot, with a heart full of cheer. 
As happy as days "C Lang Syne." 

The bonnie, blithe Scotchman came duly to hand. 

With plaid and his bonnet so blue, 
Adapted to captivate, steal, or command 

A heart to be loving and true. 

H 
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He points to yon mountain of sweet heather bell, 

Where cranberry blooms on the brae, 
Where sweet mountain streams into torrents soon swell, 

Where love spends the lang summer day. 

How sweet 'tis to ramble o'er mosses and moors 

Where springs the roe deer in the fen, 
In nature's wild grandeur, more lovely than towers, 

The haunts of corruption and pain. 

Yon sweet mountain side, and a clear evening sky, 

When seated by some purling stream, 
A scene of retirement, where lovers may sigh, 

And find life a sweet fairy dream. 

Far, far from the bustle of town-crowded streets, 

In contact with all that is vile. 
You bask, yes and revel, 'midst nature's own sweets. 

Where pleasures all sorrows beguile. 

Then hail for the mountain, the muir, and the lakes. 

The river or sweet burn-side ; 
Or dark Lochnagar, with its summer snow flakes. 

And lad with his braw tartan plaid. 



CONGRATULATION. 

DEAR sister in Jesus, how kind is our God, 
To cheer our poor souls on this dark, dreary road ; 
To hear our poor prayer, and send answers of peace. 
To comfort our hearts, and our faith to increase. 

The sweet sealing time you have had will remain, 
A token of love from the Lamb that was slain ; 
'Twill help you when fainting to think on his name, 
Whose goodness and mercy remain still the same. 



THE PSALMS. 99 

He never will leave thee, nor yet thee forsake, 
His presence shall bless thee, though rough be thy fate ; 
Death shall be a shadow, for He will be there ; 
His rod shall sustain thee, and save thee from fear. 

Though sins be as scarlet, he'll make them as snow, 
Though painful and burning of crimson-like hue, 
His rich blood atoning thy conscience shall cool. 
Thy sins wash away, and make whiter than wool 

Then trust Him, dear sister, and lean on his arm. 
He'll strengthen and hold thee, and keep thee from 

harm j 
One smile of his face will thy spirits revive. 
And having so blest thee, he'll keep thee alive. 



THE PSALMS. 

THOU book of song, effusions from the hearts 
Of men inspired by God the Spirit darts, 
To mingle joys and sorrows on the road 
That leads the ransomed tribes to glory and to God. 

Oft has the muse of faith her pinions dress'd, 
And taken lofty flights among the bless'd ; 
But soon her wing has dropp'd by nature's load, 
And brought th' aspiring soul away, far, far from God. 

Down to the very ruins of the fall, 
GroVling 'mongst imps of hell, and, worse than all, 
Pleased with the damned inhabitants of hell. 
Proof positive that in our flesh no goodness dwells. 

Again the disentangled soul aspires, 
Each catch the fires and God's rich grace admires ; 
Pleased with alluring deaths it can't remain, 
Because the Spirit breathes the heavenly gales again. 



lOO MAN^S CHOICE. 

Then comes the sonnet of eternal praise 
To Jesus, God, " Jah," Lord, Ancient of Days, 
Then mingling songsters strike their lightest liotes, 
And Calvary's richest mysteries warble through the 
throats. 

Not open sepulchre, ah ! no, not then 
They sing of Him the Lamb once slain. 
Who died and rose, ascended up on high. 
Sits on his Father's throne and reigns eternally. 



MAN'S CHOICE. 

" T WANT no work within," says one, 
1 " 'Tis all in Christ, the head ; " 
Thus, careless, he goes blindly on. 
And trusts a faith that's dead. 

" 'Tis dangerous," another cries, 
" To trust to faith alone, 
Christ's righteousness will not suffice. 
Except I add my own." 

Thus he, that he may something do, 
To shun th' impending curse. 

Upon the old will patch the new. 
And make the rent still worse. 

Blind, groping man, the truth can't see. 

For sin has shut his eyes ; 
Yet nature would religious be. 

Noble, and mighty wise. 

Our God declares, no man does know, 

By nature, things of 'God; 
'Till God the Spirit of life bestow. 

To show the heavenly road. 



HEAVEN. lOI 



HEAVEN. 



HOME, far above, among the blest, 
A settled home of peace and rest, 
Where Jesus in his glory reigns. 
Far from contempt, and care, and pains. 

Here in this wilderness he sighed. 
And suffered, groaned, and bled, and died. 
There angels bow before his throne. 
And welcome ransomed sinners home. 

Hail ! wondrous thought, I shall be there. 
When passed from this sad world of care ; 
To see the Lamb that did atone. 
And hear his precious voice at home. 

Lord, fill my soul with treasures meet, 
To be partaker at thy feet. 
Of that inheritance so bright. 
Among the saints in heavenly light. 

The change confirm, my soul secure. 
Give me more love,, more faith, more power ; 
More will my sins to crucify. 
More fellowship above the sky. 



EXPECTING CHRIST. 

"m^HE nightfall is sweet, it reminds me of death, 
^ When all toils and sorrows are past ; 
The soul is refreshed in the victories of faith, 
And longs for the conquest at last. 

Then hail for the prospect, beyond the nightfall 

The morning will surely arrive. 
And Jesus will come, his redeemed ones to call, 

To raise from the tomb to the skies. 



102 PRAYER. 

The tomb shall disgorge all the ransomed of God, 

It cannot retain the redeemed ; 
In mansions of glory, their lasting abode. 

Their love made alive and esteemed. 

Then hail for that morning ! the trumpet shall sound,. 

When Christ on his throne shall appear, 
To raise all the nations that be underground, 

And chase from his people all fear. 

O where shall I stand in that great judgment day, 

I trust under covert of blood ; 
Cheer, Lord, and establish for dreary's the way. 

And sin rushes on like a flood. 



PRAYER. 

OLORD, remember me. 
Forgotten and alone 
I sigh and think of Thee, 
Whose blood did once atone. 

Let me those favours share, 
Thou for thy people hast. 
Twill prove that I'm an heir. 
And will be saved at last. 

Visit my lonely soul. 
Let thy salvation come ; 
Do every sin control. 
And put my soul in tune. 

How sweet salvation is. 
When poured into the soul ; 
It gives substantial bliss. 
And makes the wounded whole. 
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COMING TO ZION. 

YES, come they shall from east and west, 
From north and south, from cave and den ; 
In Israel's fold they shall be blest, 
Far from the scorn or pride of men. 

And though they weep, God leads them on. 
With supplications too, they sigh ; 
They see before them, on a throne, 
Jesus, their God, exalted high. 

He leads them on by waters clear, 
And running rivers in the way ; 
He guides their weary, wandering feet. 
Instructs them when they go astray. 

E*en such a sinful wretch, who feels 
No right among the saints, is blest ; 
Though oft he mourns, and grieves, and sighs, 
And prays for peaceful gospel rest. 

The path is Christ, they cannot err, 

He is the life, the way, the truth ; 

Nor shall they stumble, though they fear. 

The path though straight and plain and smooth. 

All stumbling blocks are taken up. 
Broad rivers made for those to swim ; 
All travellers drink one blessed cup, 
The cup of love, bestowed by Him. 

He who in Eden named his love, 
Israel's own Father, Lord and God ; 
Ephraim, his first born too, does prove, 
And leads him to his blest abode. 
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LONGINGS. 



ALMIGHTY grace, how healing is thy power, 
My spirit faints to be refreshed again ; 
Rememb'ring the past, delightful shower. 
That fell upon my heart like heavenly rain. 

My heart it softened, it unloosed my tongue. 
It heard my wounds, and made my spirit free ; 
It made me sing again redemption's song, 
I felt that Christ the Lord had died for me. 

My flesh was fresher than a little child's, 

I well remember sucking at the breast ; 

Now conscience, heart, and hands, are all defil'd ; 

O come and give a weary sinner rest 



BURIAL DAY. 

THE day's not far off, when they'll carry me out, 
And moving my coffin, will jostle about 
This poor mortal body, to sink in decay. 
And sometimes I long for that blest certain day. 

Though, sometimes, I fear, and say, shall it be well ? 
Am I fairly past the damnation of hell ? 
Has grace so secur'd me ? that Satan can't reach, 
Dear Holy Ghost, witness, and help me to preach. 



A BOY'S PRAYER. 

I KNEW a boy who prayed to God, 
When taking chloroform ; 
He asked the Lord to spare his life. 
And guide him through the storm. 
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God heard his prayer, and brought him through 

In safety and in peace, 
And now his grandpa prays, that God 

Would Richard's faith increase. 

And may that arm so tender now. 

Be strong in time to come ; 
And, waving high, assist poor Dick, 

To praise God with his tongue. 



A BOY'S WISH. 

A POOR boy from the Grampians 
With life divine inspired, 
Almighty God has favour'd me 
Far more than I desired 

O that my heart was tuned with love, 
With thankfulness, with grace, 

Until I reach the realms above, 
To sing his glorious praise. 

And you, my friends, whose kindly care 

Have listen'd to my tale ; 
My tale of grace, of love, and blood. 

Which only can prevail. 

May you, when I am dead and gone, 

The same redemption hear ; 
And may our Lord who did atone, 

Your weary spirits cheer. 

And when you close your eyes in death 
May Christ our Lord be there, 

To cheer and bless with saving faith. 
And drive each troubling fear. 



I06 MEETNESS. 

The present year may lay me low, 
And count me with the dead ; 

May you, dear friends, his presence know, 
When other friends are fled. 



MEETNESS. 

MADE meet thou art, by sorrows deep, 
Made meet by brethren false, unkind ; 
Christ was made perfect, and complete, 
Was wounded both by foe and friend. 

And now He knows thy deep distress. 
Can sooth thy heart, can heal thy woe, — 
Will meet thee in this wilderness, 
And say, " Dear child, it must be so." 

" I'll lead thee on through fire and flood. 
Am with thee there, will hold thee up ; 
For thee a victim once I stood. 
And now thou dost but taste my cup. 

" This wilderness of sin and woe 
Makes meet for brighter worlds above ; 
When through the deep thou'rt caird to go, 
I'll manifest my saving love." 



CLOSING SUNDAY SCHOOL. 

COME, let us all our voices raise, 
In anthem sweet, in song of praise ; 
While Christian hearts the song shall swells 
To hear our loving, kind farewell. 

Our Sunday School we close once more ; 
Our teachers' toils again are o'er ; 
Our thankful tongues their goodness tell ; 
And thus our song bids them farewell 



\/ 
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May God repay them for their pains, 
And fill their souls with heavenly gains ; 
For more they're taught, the more they'll tell. 
And thus we wish, they may farewell. 

May we remember every day 
What we have heard our teachers say ; 
Their memory on our hearts shall dwell ; 
And now we sing a kind farewell. 

And may we morning, noon, and night. 
Feel standing in Jehovah's sight ; 
His piercing eyes in darkness dwell. 
And see us now, we sing farewell. 

O may we live to know his power. 
To save us in a dying hour ; 
The mystery's great, yet who can tell, 
And waiting now, we sing farewell. 

To home we'll go to read and rest. 
And do what parents say is best ; 
Though now our song of parting tell. 
We hope to meet again, farewell. 



MOSS COTTAGE WELL. 



REST, traveller ; drink, and be refreshed, but know 
The journey's short ; 
Eternity e'er long will swallow up time 
As if it ne'er had been ; and then, O then ! 
Yes, traveller, what then ? how then ? where then ? 
In heaven or hell thy fixed abode, 'mongst blest 
Or damned \ and a great gulf between that none 
Can pass. 



Io8 MOSS COTTAGE WELL. 

Think, traveller, drink ; and as you rest, 
Remember, time is short. Moss Cottage Well 
Is sweet, and clear, and good, and may refresh 
Thy spirit for a time ; but there are Wells 
Far sweeter, clearer, and much better too, 
From which poor sinners draw, and drink, and live, 
And never thirst again. 

Jesus thus preached, while sitting on a well — 
Old Jacob's well, where he, and his, and all 
His cattle drank, in days of old ; and where 
He called the altar by a sacred name — 
'Twas " El-Elohe-Israel;" just Israel's 
God. That well was Jacob's gift to Joseph. 
There the Redeemer sat ; yes, Israel's God 
Sat there on Jacob's well, and asked to drink. 
Yes, wearied with his journey, and sitting 
On the well to rest. Ah, me ! Just think of 
This ! " Himself took our infirmities." Here, 
Herein is love, poor child of hope, to thee. 
Then look, expecting one, and see the Lamb, 
The Lamb of God, who takes away from off 
Thy soul, the world's sin. 

On Jacob's well sat Jesus, 
Weary, resting, thirsting, teaching, preaching. 
For there he found a sinner. He must needs 
Go that way. So shall the Gospel find all 
The lost sheep, of Jew and Gentile folds. Yes, 
None can be lost : those ransomed ones shall all 
Return, and unto Zion come. 

A troubled, thirsty, cast-out woman, in 
Distress, once saw a well, for God had ope'd 
Her eyes. She there found drink for her and her's- 
The father of poor Joseph's merchantmen, — 
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The Ishmaelites : poor fated man, the fruit 

Of sin. Yes, there he drank, 

Inheriting his waste, by promise and by gift, poor boy ! 

Who is not moved to think of that poor "lad " ? 

When God our eyes once opens to behold, 

Then mysteries we see, but not till then. 

And thus He hides from prudent and from wise, 

And teaches babes to know the secrets of 

His love. Then sucklings, stammerers, weary, faint. 

And longing ones, both seek and find new rest. 

And waters drawn from sweet Salvation's Wells. 

Moss Cottage Well is sometimes dry ; not so 
Salvation's Wells. They're full, and deep, and clear. 
As clear as crystal running from the throne. 
The Throne of God, and full, brimful of love 
And life. And O the depth ! no mortal power 
Can measure or explain. Yet at those wells 
Drink all the nations of the earth ; the black 
Man and the brown. With outstretched hands I see 
The Ethiopian run to those wells. 
Crying to God for help : poor child of " Cush," 
Lashed and oppressed, degraded and forlorn ; 
But now at liberty, he runs to drink. 

Those wells, in ages past, conveyed their streams 
By prophet and by priest, to favoured Jews ; 
But now the fountain's opened for all those 
Who thirst ; nor shall the coming ones e'er be 
Cast out, who thirst aright. The great day of 
The feast proclaimed this truth ; while Jews enraged 
Imagined a vain thing, and kings did set 
Themselves against the Lord's anointed one. 
But streams of love gush on, accompanied 
With power, free grace, and mercy for the lost, 
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With pardon, cleansing, and adoption too, 
With sanctifying grace, and righteousness 
To justify, and freely, from all things. 

Well, well might David long to drink again 
Of Bethlehem's sweet well, when in distress 
The " dry ground root " was seen at Bethlehem first ; 
There swaddled, nursed, and owned by wise and good. 
E'en " Jacob's Star," long, long foretold ; and now 
He reigns in heaven, and earth, and hell, and in 
The saints. All powers and principalities 
He spoiled, and triumphed over all his foes : 
As chosen witnesses declare, who lived 
Before his death, and saw him die, and who 
Were with Him often after He arose. 
He left the tomb, a scented bed of peace 
For saints, whose flesh shall " rest in hope " till Christ 
Appear the second time and without sin. 
Those witnesses to Bethany were led, 
Where, with uplifted hands, the Lord them blest. 
Ascending up on high. In clouds they lost 
Him, and on clouds of glory shall again 
Behold his face. His ointment-name is now 
Poured forth in living streams, for weary saints 
To drink. Where'er these waters touch they give 
New life. Sweet well of life ! O may I drink 
Again and yet again, until I find 
A living well within my heart, heaving 
Out thence to sinners in distress, till time 
Shall waft me o'er the sea of life, where, face 
To face, I hope to see the Lord, the Lamb, 
And drink afresh with Him new living love 
At fountain head, in bliss. 



ADVICE TO A GRANDCHILD. Ill 

ADVICE TO A GRANDCHILD. 

MY dear grandchild, Janet, the word is still sweet, 
It was my own dear mother's name ; 
A mother so tender, a model complete. 
Her actions still echo her fame. 

The word brings a savour of sweetness and love, 

And throws me far back on the past ; 
She sometimes would chide, my affections to prove, 

But her's proved the strongest at last. 

And you have a mother, as fond and as kind 

As ever your grandfather had ; 
And this, my dear, you will certainly find. 

Though sometimes you think her too bad. 

It's you who can't judge all your dear mother's ways, 

Your eyesight is not yet so bright ; 
Your grandfather begs you will hear all she says. 

And labour to think she is right. 

Years twenty-and-one now have roU'd o'er your head. 

And brought you to woman's estate ; 
Obsehre most minutely how parents would lead. 

Or one day it may be too late. 

A father and mother with purpose so good. 

And hearts beating fondly with pride, 
They gaze on the future in dark, doubtful mood. 

Though often their musings they hide. 

Shun, shun the rude hand, or the tongue, or the look, 

The vulgar that grovels in mire ; 
The hint that's unseemly most proudly rebuke. 

To something that's noble aspire. 



\ 
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Let no boyish frolic e'er furnish a chain 

Your young tender feelings to bend ; 
Remember that youth is but slippery and vain, 

And awfully false is mankind. 

Your " name-mother," Janet, God guarded thro' life^ 

A sweet, placid temper she had ; 
Would throw sweet'ning waters on sin's bitter strife. 

And whole family circles make glad. 

May God guard thy steps in this desert of sin, 
And plant his sweet grace in thy soul; 

His fear in the heart is a bulwark within, 
'Twill Satan and sin both control. 

And when thou hast done with the changes of time,. 

And Christ comes to gather his own. 
May thou in his glorious righteousness shine. 

Before the eternal white throne. 



SATAN'S POWER LIMITED. 

THE power of Satan, awful as it is. 
Is in the hand of Christ — the power is his ; 
He holds him in a chain — his wish can tell, 
And holds his jaws, though roaring wild in hell. 

He sought to sift poor Peter, riddle deep, 
But Jesus prayed for his poor helpless sheep ; 
And when his courage fail'd, and Peter swore. 
No doubt he felt, just then, that all was o'er. 

To fishing went, but Jesus sought him there, 
His saints are still his most peculiar care ; 
They cost him much of pain, and sweat, and blood, 
He's that great Shepherd, the Eternal God. 
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Yet Satan dares insult the King of kings, 
No wonder, then, if we, poor sinful things, 
Have felt his arrows pierce us through and through. 
But Judah's Lion will protect his few. 



PETITION. 

MY downcast soul, O Lord, relieve, 
For thou art still my God and King, 
May I restoring grace receive. 
Raising my soul, thy praise to sing. 

And while cast down, I'll think of Thee, 
Remembering all thy goodness past. 
And trust, and long, and want to see, 
Thy sweet return thro' clouds and mist. 

Most vehemently my spirit cries, 
Tho' downcast and oppressed within, 
" Hope thou in God," is still its voice, 
True faithfulness remains with Him. 

But why does God, my Rock, forget, 
His water-spouts overwhelm my soul ? 
My bitter tears have been my meat, 
Desponding thoughts I can't control. 

But I'll remember Jordan's land. 
And Hermon's Mount, and Mizar's Hill^ 
And wait until my Lord command 
My thirsty, panting soul to fill. 

Then I'll rejoice with all thy saints. 

When dew sits softly on my heart. 

Forget my darkness and complaints, 

And tell how kind and true thou art 
I 



A 
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WONDERS OF GOODNESS. 

HOW excellent thy loving-kindness, Lord, 
O let my tongue the glorious theme record, 
'Till saints shall hear the sound, and loud proclaim 
The passing glories of thy precious name. 

How excellent thy glorious plan of grace ! 
How bright it shines, as thy decrees we trace ! 
A Saviour, found before the world was made, 
A great One, too, on whom our sins were laid. 

How excellent thy loving-kindness shines. 
In wondrous acts and in prophetic lines ; 
How bright those records to the saints appear. 
While loving-kindness does their spirits cheer. 

This loving-kindness saves my soul from death, 
How excellent it is, it gives true faith. 
Blots out all sins, and washes guilt away. 
Holds up the soul, when Satan would betray. 

O excellent, indeed ! it changes not ; 
It moves my soul afresh, when IVe forgot. 
It calms my spirit, heals my broken heart. 
And testifies the Lord will ne'er depart 

It leads me on through storms and through the flood, 
And in the fire proclaims thou still art God, 
Points to a time of everlasting bliss. 
How excellent thy loving-kindness is. 



LYNEDOCK COTTAGE. 

BORN in yon sweet cottage, where Almond's still 
murmur, 
. In soft summer months, hush the still soothing song ; 
When hope's mystery great is in boyhood the charmer, 
He sang through the woodlands the summer-daylong. 
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Till alphabet, grammar, and deep mensuration 
Arrested his bliss, threw a cloud o'er the scene ; 

When judgment and knowledge that flow in rotation, 
Gave birth to new prospects, undreamed of by him. 

Society soon found him both able and willing 
To cope with adventures, and test points in full. 

Upright and successful, in truth never failing. 
He nobly displayed penetration and skill. 

Soon, soon he was ranked with the first in like station, 
Commanding respect from the lords of the land ; 

To truth, honour, duty, maintaining relation. 
Till all he could wish for was at his command. 

Ne'er flushed by success, nor yet damped by mis- 
fortune. 

He steadily steered where by Providence placed ; 
A neighbour most kind, without fraud or distortion, 

Without ostentation his whole life was graced 

To etiquette foreign he ne'er bowed a shoulder. 
And with a quaint smile could all fashions defy, 

While rendering due honours, no man could be fonder, 
His mind was most nobly impressed from on high. 

A husband most loving, most kind, and most ^thful, 

A father indulgent, yea oft to a fault, 
A master most patient, with those the most wasteful, 

A merchant successful, with riches well gilt. 

Though crowned with great honours, yet mortal and 
fleeting. 

Is man on this state of probation below ; 
Since weakness, and sickness, and death often greeting, 

Those dire intimations around daily flow. 



1 1 6 CONVERSATION. 

The end of his journey was marked with submission^ 
That holy submission to heaven's high Lord, 

Who poured out rich graces with faith and contrition,. 
That strengthened the soul as it entered death's 
ford. 

And now he's no more, life's brief journey is over, 
Sealed up in repose in a small trustful urn, 

To wait the last trumpet, the dead to recover. 
He lies on the bank of yon sweet Shochie burn. 

I'll visit that spot, if my life shall be lengthen'd, 
And by his still grave shed one more silent tear ; 

By grace, faith, and patience, may those still be 
strengthened 
In whose loving bosoms his name remains dear. 



CONVERSATION. 

OH, Lucy dear, where has thy spirit fled ? 
Thy darling body mingles with the dead, 
Awaits the trumpet sound ! O glorious call, 
I'll know my Lucy sweetest of them all. 

No, mother dear, but in the ties of grace, 
Aged and infirm shall stand before God's face, 
Complete as angels are, both sex are one. 
Made like to Him, who did for sin atone. 

What ? Not know Lucy ? That can never be ; 
My dearest darling, now firom sin set free ; 
Amidst ten thousand I should know thy smile; 
Shall ties of grace my anxious heart beguile ? 

Mother, dear mother, grace can ne'er deceive. 
It's nature's ties too fondly make believe. 
Begot, conceived, and born in sin we lay, 
Till grace, bright star, arose on death's dark day. 
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Eclipsing all of nature's tender dream, 
O could you see me now, how much like Him ; 
Nor will you think of Lucy when you come ; 
Wait, mother, wait, the Lord will bring you home. 

Here you'll ne'er think of things distracting now, 
You'll see his smiling face — once thorn-crown'd brow; 
Gaze on majestic love, old love divine, 
-And in his righteousness for ever shine. 



ONE BY ONE. 

ONE by one, we see the saints retiring ; 
One by one, we see them cross the flood ; 
One by one, we hear them grace admiring ; 
One by one, they die to be with God. 
And we are following each in turn. 
To the cold grave. 

One by one, we see the tide waves rolling ; 
One by one, they break upon the shore ; 
Silent sands their angry pride controlling, 
Pride like man's to die and live no more. 
We, too, shall all be freed from sin, 
When that day comes. 

One by one, we see our youth advancing ; 

One by one, we see them clinb young time ; 
One by one we hear their footsteps prancing, 
Spurning trouble as if drunk with wine. 

When time has loaded well their hearts. 
They'll walk like us. 

One by one, we see proud mortals swelling ; 
One by one, we see their sad decay ; 
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One by one, we hear the impious railing ; 
One by one, they fa,de and die away. 
The impious tongue will silent be 
When God appears. 

Year by year, we see the roses blooming ; 

Year by year, we see the forest bare ; 

Year by year, are imps of hell presuming, 

God from his eternal rule to tear, — 

Proving their fallen state in turn 

Till death them seize. 

One by one, we feel our heart's pulse beating ;. 

One by one, it counts the moments less ; 
Daily we our silly selves are cheating. 
Thinking the past makes not the future less. 
But at the end we all shall see 
That all is past. 

One by one, we hear of monarchs dying ; 
One by one, we see the culprits hung ; 
One by one, we hear the widow sighing ; 
One by one, we hear the preacher's tongue. 
All runs into one wondrous end. 
And then — what then ? 



FAITH AND SENSE. 

MY faith beholds what I enjoy. 
And sees sense playing with a toy ; 
A father's gift to please his child. 
When seas and storms are raving wild. 

Faith sees in darkness, lives in death, 
Sense often thinks that it is faith ; 
And God to please e'en doubtful me. 
Draws me beneath the apple tree. 



THE WEDDING PARTY. II9 

Here sense enjoys the falling fruit, 
Enjoyment does my senses suit ; 
I need no faith while sense can sing, 
And water draw from BethFem's spring. 

Yet faith beholds my happy days. 
And sense delights in all faith's ways ; 
They often meet and chat things o'er. 
And Jesus' precious name adore. 

And here a sinful soul can sing. 
And virtue draw from everything ; 
Led by the Spirit to adore, 
And mysteries, bottomless, explore. 



THE WEDDING PARTY. 

THEY'RE gone ! yes, they're gone ! and we'll 
miss them ; 
They're gone to the fields of delight ; 
May God in his providence bless them, 
And make life's long journey most bright. 

And when many years have roll'd o'er them, 

And they looking back on to-day. 
May love's tender chains still enfold them, 

And love's flame invite them to say — 

How blest has our time been, how joyful. 
Since wedlock's soft chains made us one ; 

Now freedom is tasteless and toyful, 
The thoughts of wild raving a pain. 

And we who are left at the wedding, 
Let's muster what courage remains. 

Since life, time, and health, are all fading, 
With pleasures, and losses, and gains. 
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And you, who still hoard up your pleasures, 
Reserved for your gallant unknown, — 

You might as well spend it at leisure. 
As hug it and call it your own. 

Then drink it while nature is thirsty. 
And feast your dear eyes in the glour, * 

For time will make everything rusty, 
When you reach the number fourscore. 



AN ABSENT BOY. 

DEAR Willie's gone, far, far away, 
With many prayers ahead, 
That God would bless and with him stay, 
To hold, instruct, and lead. 

God's hand has been already seen. 

In saving from the deep. 
And guiding through a solemn scene. 

Where God did kindly keep. 

Lord, help a mother still to pray. 

For greater blessings still. 
For bright regeneration's day. 

To bend the heart and will. 

Made willing, then the heart will cry, 

O God, wilt thou save me ? 
A sinner doomed by law to die. 

Lord, set the guilty free. 

Then mother's heart will thrill with joy, 

And bless the Lord again. 
And kiss again her darling boy. 

For whom the Lamb was slain. 

* To look anxiously. 
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THE PHOTO. 

THE lovely shadow of a bonnie lass, 
On paper bright and clear, 
The sight delights, and makes me say, first class, — 
Sweet women, always dear. 

May smiling fortune bless thy coming years 

With sunshine bright and fair. 
And heaven prevent all sad distracting fears. 

Though plentiful they are. 

The human mind, a bed of care and woe, 

If left to self and sin. 
And noxious weeds of death will rampant grow, 

'Till grace appears within. 

Then sweet submission to the Lord, the Lamb, 

Becomes the creature well ; 
When faith beholds in Christ, the Great " I am," 

Who saves fi-om sin and hell. 



ANNUAL MEETING. 

OUR new-year-day party assembled once more. 
Some gone since our last to yon heavenly shore ; 
Each year weVe lost some whom we tenderly love, 
They've joined the great meeting in glory above. 

They now see that Just One they longed to behold, 
His smile cheers their souls, on yon bright streets of 

gold; 
No sin clogs their spirits, guilt all wash'd away. 
With them there's no night, all's one cheerful day. 

We meet here attended with deep anxious cares. 
Each one has that portion to which we are heirs ; 
But yonder their sorrows are all past and gone, 
Their song is redemption, before the white throne. 
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Thus one generation keeps passing away, 
Another springs up for the work of the day ; 
'Twas so in the days of the prophets of old, 
And so it will be while time's numbers are told. 

Those young, sweet, bright faces, all smiling around, 
Declare very plainly their pleasures abound ; 
What crosses they meet, they can soon lay aside. 
And join in the mirthful whatever betide. 

Some duly respected such pleasures disown, 
And meet childish frolic with worse than a frown ; 
For my part I like it, it does my heart good. 
To see smiling youth in a gay cheerful mood. 

Some feed on the retrospect, churlish and cold, 
Quite sure that these days are not like times of old ; 
Let all such remember what Solomon says, 
" Say not that the former were better than these." 

It's doubled up envy, lame, limping on stilts. 
At everything jocund it snarls and it pelts ; 
While sycophants please it, to keep it in place, 
All wise men despise it, and pity its case. 



PULPIT CRAFT. 

TWO pulpit points, with carnal preaching men, 
The sympathetic groan and flattering vain ; 
"those two of potent worth ; in their esteem 
Stand out in bold relief, their notion whim. 
The groan moves sympathy which tells its tale, 
While flattery sends the fool to sea full sail. 
Heaping mistake and error on the mind. 
Leads from the real point, cruel, unkind. 
And substitutes a garnish vain, for grace ; 
Lord, purge each pulpit, cleanse the sacred place. 
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But Paul was crafty, and he caught with guile, 
And why not I indulge, in some quaint wile ? 
Paul's art stood high, in order to instruct 
Yours selfish, low, and mean a kind of " truck." 
Paul sought to raise the gospel o'er the law. 
And magnify his Christ with solemn awe ; 
Your aim is to exalt yourself by groans, 
Ignorance oft sighs in pain, to hear your moans. 
Your vile self pity, often cheats the poor, 
And sends them hungry from the Gospel store. 
You leave them, asking them to bless the man. 
Instead of God, who works Salvation's plan. 



THE PROSPECT. 

FAREWELL to frail nature, but not to dear Zion, 
I'll meet her again in the land of the blest, 
Where far above sin ; at the feet of her Lion, 

Who conquer'd her foes, in whose presence is rest. 

This life is a toil, and a fight, and a wonder. 
The wisdom of God hath ordained it so. 

That there should be tearings, and rending asunder, 
Producing deep anguish, and bitterest woe. 



THEIR STRENGTH. 
To Sister H . 

DEAR sister in Jesus, how sweet to " stand still " 
At Jesus' command in a storm, 
To listen with pleasure to his holy will ; 
We know he can wonders perform. 
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** Stand still," my dear sister, when nature gives way, 

And sink into his holy will ; 
When feeling our nature sinks fast in decay, 

'Midst deepest anxiety, "Stand stilL" 

When nature sinks vacant, " Stand still " in the dark, 

Jesus is his precious name still ; 
He sees every wave that is tossing thy bark, 

And He rides on all storms, " Stand still." 

Does death thee affright, and do Jordan's waves roar ? 

Our blessed Lord Jesus has died ; 
^* Stand still," He'll appear on that terrible shore, 

And Jordan's dark billows divide. 

"Stand still!" then, dear sister, when nature gives 
way. 

When relatives cease to be known ; 
The Lord is preparing thy heart in decay. 

To join with the blest round his throne. 

No terrors has death, for his sting is remov'-d. 
Then " Stand still " and wait to be blest ; 

His mercy in days that are past, thou hast prov'd, 
Then " Stand still " and trust for the rest 



ZOAR CHAPEL, 
GREAT ALIE STREET, LONDON. 

A Tale. 

HAIL, favoured Zoar ! where streams of Gospel 
grace. 
Have proved God's power in many sinners case ; 
Where love divine has tuned the heart to sing, 
And souls allured have touched the sacred string ; 
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Where many a guilty heart has sighed again, 

And many a bosom heaved with grief and pain : 

Where hope has flushed the cheek, and sin confused,. 

And secret love has felt as if refused ; 

Where many a weeping Mary thought all o'er, 

Yet found that Friend who bade her weep no more. 

O what a Friend to weeping Marys still, 

Is this dear Lord, who vanquished death and hell ; 

Who rose triumphant o'er the dismal grave, 

And reigns and lives eternally to save. 

Hail, favoured Zoar ! where summoned ones appear 
Before God's bar, to tremble, quake, and fear ; 
To see the plain all round a burning fire. 
To dread God's anger, and his vengeful ire ; 
To see God's law, as holy, just, and good, 
All its demands exceeding large and broad ; 
To hear of Christ, yet not to know his power ; 
To sit in silent dread, at God's command, 
And feel the " horns out-coming from his hand ; " 
To try poor nature's faith in the sad case. 
But find it can afford no joy or peace ; 
To feel shut up in prison, dismal cell. 
And wait for God's own righteous, holy will. 

Thus favoured, Zoar has witnessed changing scenes,. 
E'en saints in songs, and sinners bound in chains ; 
Has seen the captive fireed, the saint in doubt, 
And many an aged pilgrim quite worn out ; 
Has seen old Satan skulk into his den. 
While fainting souls have been revived again ; 
Backsliders, too, restored, and brought to God, 
And made with joy to weep, and kiss the rod ; 
Has seen the dying saint in Christ rejoice, 
And heard the babe in Christ lift up its voice ; 
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Has known the " stone out from the wall to cry," 
And " beam out from the timber answer high," 
Encouraging the brother in distress, 
Pointing to Jesu's finished righteousness, 
Assuaging poignant grief, cheering the heart. 
Exalting Christ, the sinner's better part. 

O dwell at Zoar, thou powerful King of kings, 
And teach the bride to glory as she sings ; — 
Sings of thy grace, thy power, thy truth, and love, 
Thy intercession in the courts above ; 
Thy Godhead and thy glory in the skies, — 
Thus let her heart to Israel's God arise, 
O may the servants of her God Most High 
Proclaim good news to sinners doomed to die ! 
Exalt the lovely Lamb, in strains divine, 
And God the Spirit make Christ's glories shine ! 

Zoar was reserved in secret for these days, 
That we poor sinners might God's glory praise. 
Full fifty years ago a wanderer stood 
Oppressed, and wondering in a doleful mood. 
Beheld with anxious gaze a bolted door. 
With board, " To Let," and lo ! behold 'twas Zoar ! 
The wanderer poor, had nothing in his hand, 
But, Bailey's God all nature can command ; 
A friend God had in store for time of need, 
Heart went to heart, and hand to hand, with speed 
The great Bows heard the fame, the city gaze. 
Observing saints are filled with strange amaze. 
John Bailey shouts the wonders of God's grace. 
And hungry saints assembling fill the place. 
God's banner's waved before the assembling crowd. 
And notes of love divine are sounded loud, 
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Atoning blood and Calvary's wondrous death, 
Refresh the souls who sit the sound beneath : 
The Holy Ghost, before the listening throng, 
Tunes Bailey's tongue, and makes his servant strong, 
God builds up Zion, round Christ's board they meet 
They take the Bread, the Wine, they sing, they weep, 
They weep for joy, 'tis love constrains the whole. 
And raptures sweet, have humbled every soul ; 
Each loving each, with every eye on Christ, 
Beholds him God, Redeemer, King, and Priest. 

Thus launched, the vessel rides the seas of time. 
Still moving onward, sails through many a clime ; 
By spicy mountains, and by fragrant vales. 
While love's sweet breezes gently fill the sails ; 
With Christ the pilot standing at the helm, 
No fears dismay nor dangers overwhelm. 
Through worlds of ice, and dangers all around. 
Where frost and snow benumb, and foes are found. 
Yet still her God did every power control. 
And faith's blest " end " has often saved the soul. 

When one Elijah dies, God calls forth more. 
And thus God did for favoured little Zoar ; 
He humbled lofty ones, made them bow down. 
He stripped them of their bands, their bib, their gown, 
Made them exalt fair Zion's great High Priest, 
In language learned, just, and well expressed. 
God brought from " Steeple-house " to chapel door, 
The Lord had need of them at little Zoar ; 
They blew the Gospel trump, with silver tone. 
In strains divine, yet not one word their own, 
Yet, firm and truthful, as God's word is true, 
What cannot Zion's great Redeemer do ? 
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But O ! weVe seen the raging billows rise 
O'er Zoar's heights, yea, mounting to the skies ; 
A meeting of all things dreadful, worst, 
The very spirit seems by heaven accursed ; 
WeVe seen some watchmen flee and leave the flock,. 
While listening Esaus sneer and Ishmaels mock. 
At length the vessel struck 'mongst rocks of pride, 
And stove her dreadfully on larboard side ; 
She reels on beam-ends, breakers o'er her dash, 
The quaking crew now dread the next sad crash. 
" O let her sink," said some, but God said " No, 
Bide in the ship, I'll bring her safely through ! " 
Some steady stand and call for help from God, 
Who founded Zion for his own abode. 
While Christ stood a refiner by the fire. 
Purging the dross to his own heart's desire, 
Chastising his, correcting errors well. 
Allowing pride to kindle its own helL 
The door posts quake, and cry to God for strength ;. 
" Surely," said they, " He will appear at length. 
We stand before Him, helpless in his hand, 
O that his love would work, his power command ! "^ 
The sea still wrought, and dangers threaten still, 
Each half afraid to have or own a will. 
While frighted lambs flee from the warlike noise, 
And listening, seek to hear the Shepherd's voice. 
Some watchmen by the fractured vessel stand, 
And hoped to see her safely brought to land, 
Looked o'er the waves, and, measuring the flood. 
Implored the Pilot, at the helm who stood, 
To steer the ship by his Almighty power. 
And save her from destruction's dismal hour ; 
Opened the sails, adjusted rigging torn. 
Hoping to see a brighter, sunny morn. 
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God gave that hope, and Zoar now is free, 
We hope no more for what we plainly see, 
Zoar in love, in faith, in grace, in peace. 
Catching the smiles of her Redeemer's face : 
In love they meet, in love they sing and pray, 
Rejoicing in the cheerful beams of day. 
Again the shepherds meet the flock in peace ; 
Again they see the power of sovereign grace : 
The Gospel trumpet sounds o'er hill and dale, 
And grace, and love, and power o'er sin prevail. 

Now, after fifty years of pain and bliss. 
We're met recounting God's great mysteries. 
To Zoar well known, — O could her doors but speak, 
They'd show how trembling hearts oft feared they'd 

break I 
And also tell how gladdening sounds of grace 
Have forced the smile from many a gloomy face. 
Then praise to God the Father, for such power 
To save the Church in every trying hour ; 
Praise to the Spirit and to Christ be given. 
Who saves from death and hell, and leads to heaven. 



ISRAEL'S HOPE. 

ISRAEL'S hope, most holy God, 
And Saviour of the chosen few. 
When troubles press, a mighty load, 
O Lord, come to the rescue, do. 

Iniquities we do confess. 
Our vile backslidings many are, 
We're prone by nature to transgress. 
Lord, plant in us more godly fear. 
J 



130 ZERUBBABEL. 

And, Lord, do for thine own Name's sake, 
A pardon and refreshing send ; 
Our hardness and rebellion break, 
And guide us to our journey's end 

Why art thou such a stranger, Lord ? 
And why thy visits far between ? 
Thy presence does such peace afford, 
O stay and soothe life's dreary dream. 

Be not a stranger passing by, 
Wayfaring man, in Israel's land ; 
O turn aside, we fret and sigh. 
For sins committed by our hand 

But come. Lord, come, and with us stay. 
Rest with us. Lord, for thine own sake ; 
And usher in that glorious day, 
O Israel's hope, the darkness break. 

Our waiting souls are wearied here, 
O call and for thyself make room ; 
The, troubled longing bosom cheer. 
And chase away this dismal gloom. 



ZERUBBABEL. 

GREAT mountain ! terror of the saints of God,- 
O Zerubbabel, Thou this path hast trod. 
And pray'd in thy distress, when sorely press'd, 
O mystery great ! but now Thou art at rest. 

My mountain now so great, I can't see o'er, 
All seems so black towards that long'd for shore ; 
And darkness all within, without one ray 
Of light to hail th' approach of promis'd day. 



"he led them out as far as BETHANY." I31 

The mountain of my sins — a mighty heap — 
Is high above all thought, and wondrous deep ; 
One drop of sin-atoning blood could melt, 
Dissolve the mountain, and remove my guilt 

Come, 2^rubbabel, come, thy power exert, 
Remove all mountains, and command my Heart ; 
Thy temple build, thy sovereign grace display. 
Pour on my soul, dear Lord, one Gospel day. 

The work is thine, all mountams to remove ; 
'Tis thine to show thy rich eternal love ; 
'Tis thine the cause of glory to maintain. 
Dissolve all mountains, make rough places plain. 



"HE LED THEM OUT AS FAR AS 

TO BETHANY." 

AS far as Bethany he led them out, 
What changing thoughts their spirits mov'd ; 
Suspicious, fearing, wondering what about. 
They feared losing Him they lov'd. 

At length they stop, gushes of thought prevail, 
His hands he lifts, his voice begins to bless ; 
He moves away, above, their spirits fail. 
Ne'er did such silence balance nature's scale. 

Surprised and lost in wonder's deepest maze, 
They look, but dare not think, the sight is true ; 
Amazed, perplexed, afraid, again they gaze 
And sigh in silence, God's poor chosen few. 

Left and dejected, helpless, few, and frail. 
Lambs among wolves indeed they now appear ; 
Defenceless they should Jewish wrath assail. 
Nor could they stand before the Roman spear. 
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But Stand they did, while Jew and Roman both^ 
Were made to bow to their exalted Christ; 
God made them valiant for his glorious truth, 
And tell the honours of our great High Priest. 

Ascended far above poor Pilate's law, 

A Caesar's sceptre, or the Jewish scorn. 

He holds both hell and earth and heaven in awe^ 

To Him all power is now for ever given. 



IN CONFLICT. 

ZION, poor Zion, thus torn and distressed. 
From year to year how seldom she's at rest : 
Foes creep in unawares to mar her peace. 
And yet for years they seem to keep their place. 

Till some side wind across their temper blows, 
At once they loose their tongue, turn up their nose ; 
The laws of Christ at once they set aside, 
Shewing their carnal rule in nature's pride. 

Thus, leaping from the building, on they roll, 
Nor friends, nor foes, shall once their steps control ;. 
They're men of knowledge, and can play their parts,. 
Forgetting God is greater than their hearts. 

Zion now sighs, and wonders, and enquires 
The cause of all these sharp, electric fires : 
Sits down, and weeps in secret before God, 
And prays He would remove this chastening rod. 

Strangers look on, and wag their head, and hiss 
At Zion's daughter, in her deep distress : 
Old Jeremiah wish'd a fountain stream 
To weep out sorrows, in her troublous time. 
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Satan may roar, and all his legions hiss, 
Our God is Zion*s refuge in distress ; 
He sits, and reigns, and rides on every storm, 
Gives after stormy nights a smiling mom. 

But is there not a cause for Zion*s pain ? 
Then search it out ; 'tis labour not in vain. 
And send without the camp, let him be seen. 
With covered upper-lip, crying Unclean. 

And bum each rag, wherein the plague is seen, 
A second washing may pronounce him clean ; 
Burn hay, and wood, and stubble, God's desire. 
But sav'd the man shall be, yet as by fire. 



LEAVING FOR LONDON. 

FAREWELL, my dear friends, for a short time 
I leave you. 
To tell the same story of suffering and blood, 
A theme most delightful, tho' bloody and gory. 
The prophets all sang of the Victim who stood. 

Who stood on Mount Calvary's heights, in the ev'ning, 
When Lebanon's summit in darkness was clad ; 

The earth itself trembled, for Jesus was dying, 
And Galilee's water stood still in its bed. 

Jerusalem shook on its rocky foundation. 

Mount Calvary trembled ; when Christ cried aloud, 

A heathen amaz'd, said, the God of creation 
Was sufF'ring — a mystery, by few understood. 

I'll tell of his sufTrings, to all who will hear me. 
The wonderful merits, of pangs that He bore ; 

I'll tell how this blood makes the contrite heart cheery, 
And leads a vile mortal Christ's name to adore. 
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Then farewell, belov'd in the Lord, for a season. 
May streamlets of mercy run freely 'mongst you, 

And glad'ning spring-show'rs fall, the weary reviving,. 
They bring full redemption in Jesus, to view. 

Then farewell, dear friends, we may meet, or may never 
On this rugged shore sing the Lamb he adored. 

The ties of redemption — e'en death cannot sever. 
Then live we, or die, we are one in the Lord. 



CHRIST. 

ALL pow'r in heaven and earth is given to Christ, 
God's own eternal Son, and our High Priest 
Our covenant Head, He stood, e'er time began, 
The Head and Glory in Salvation's plan. 

Who can those deeps explore of heaven's design,. 
To be fulfil'd in this short space, called time, 
Millions to endless bliss are called to go. 
And millions left, to sink in endless woe. 

What awful sov'reignty shines here through grace^ 
And O how bright in our Redeemer's face ; 
He comes to save, to justify through blood. 
The victim once, but now the Saviour God. 



THE APPLE TREE. 

APPLE Tree ! rarest of trees in the wood. 
Long, long in the cov'nant decree thou hast stood,. 
Thy shadow screen'd Moses from God's burning ire, 
Refresh'd the three Hebrews, who walked in the fire. 
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'Twas under thy shadow, that Israel of old 
Gained victories of glory, thy name to unfold ; 
Thy shadow protected poor Joseph in " Ham," 
Where door-posts were sprinkled with blood of the 
Lamb. 

Dear Apple Tree, healing, and soothing thy leaves. 
My poor wounded spirit such virtue receives ; 
WhcD sat in thy shadow my spirits revive. 
Thy fruit, O how pleasant, it keeps me alive. 

Delighted am I to sit under thy shade. 
In still secret moments to walk through thy glade. 
Exploring thy wonders, the woodlands among, 
And raise my full voice in a sweet evening song. 

Hail ! Apple Tree pleasant ! thy shadow so sweet, 
'Midst worlds in confusion delighted I'd sit ; 
Thy fruit gently falling in faith's open lap. 
The juice how delicious, how savoury the sap. 

Delighted I sit while thy fragrance is shed, 
A rich precious ointment on my sinful head ; 
Thy fruit — pardon, mercy — delicious they prove, 
With bundles of blessings all springing from love. 

Then wait, loved one, rest, in the shade of his grace. 
And look for the smile of his sweet lovely face ; 
He'll come, yes, he'll come, and will see you again, 
Make crooked things straight, and the rough places 
plain. 

LITTLE FLOCK. 

" piEAR not. Little Flock," for the kingdom is yours, 
J- Your Father's good pleasure your title secures ; 
In precious blood written, I know the decree, 
It flows from my wounds, and my suft'ring for thee. 



i;;6 FAREWELL, 



o 



" Fear not, Little Flock," 'tis your Father's good-will 
That you shall arrive on Mount Zion's high hill : 
Arrayed in my righteousness ; washed in my blood ; 
And sing to the praise of my Father, your God. 

" Fear not. Little Flock," 'though the enemy roar, 
You'll soon be all safe on yon still peaceful shore, 
Where waves cannot reach you, nor fears pain your 

soul, 
Your now wounded spirit made perfectly whole. 

" Fear not. Little Flock," for your Shepherd I am, 
I'll tent you, and lead you, and ne'er lose a lamb. 
Though wolves now distress you, and often annoy, 
Yom: Father will bless you, and Satan destroy. 

" Fear not. Little Flock," all your foes pass away. 
And this dismal darkness shall burst into day ; 
Though now toss'd with tempest, your bark rides 

each wave, 
With faith fixed on Christ, who is mighty to save. 

" Fear not. Little Flock," for yom: Father hath sworn 
For your consolation, then cease ye to mourn ; 
When greater security could not be found, 
He swore by himself — O the mystery profound 

" Fear not. Little Flock," when to Jordan you come, 
I'll meet you, stand by you, and lead you safe home ; 
The victory I'll give you, and there will you save 
From fear of destruction, of death, and the grave. 



FAREWELL. 

GOOD-BYE ! Moss Cottage, now a long good-bye 1 
Thy ancient roof has shelter'd long my sinful head ; 
There hopes and fears, and songs with mingling sigh. 
Have strew'd my path, as God has onward led 
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O kind and patient is my gracious Lord, 
To bear with such a sinful wretch as me ; 
Yet still I'm leaning on his faithful Word, 
And shall at last his great salvation see. 



MARY AT THE SEPULCHRE. 

IF thou hast borne him hence, sir, say, 
O say, sir, where he now is laid. 
And I'll remove him, ere the day 
Arise ; O how he was betrayed. 

We thought he could not surely die, 
Who life and health to others gave ; 
We thought him God come from on high. 
Our Nation and our souls to save. 

But O that cruel Roman spear. 

That pierced his side, when blood gushed out ; 

The cruel, thorny crown did tear 

His sacred head all round about 

The Lord said, " Mary," — Mary mov'd ; 
O " My great Master," she exclaimed ; 
But " Touch me not," thou well-beloved, 
Thy Master has the victory gained. 

Go tell the rest that I am here. 
And Peter also, let him know ; 
The message will his spirit cheer. 
To Galilee I'll surely go. 

Ill meet you there, as I have said ; 
There shall you see my face once more ; 
'And through this world of sin 111 lead 
To glory on a peaceful shore. 
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HOPING CHRISTIAN. 

HOPING Christian, cease to sorrow, 
Jesus Christ is still thy guide ; 
That will be a glorious morrow, 

When youVe passed death's gloomy tide. 

May thy heart get strong in weakness. 
As thou seest the daring foe ; 

May thy soul be clothed with meekness, 
All thy dreary journey through. 

Waiting is thy safe condition, 

Fear, and trust, and long, and sigh ; 

Mixing all with deep contrition, 
'Tis his work who reigns on high. 

Working in you all his pleasure. 
Moulding you for heaven above ; 

Shewing each redemption treasure, 
Lines of everlasting love. 



THE SCORNER. 

POOR canker worm ! a discontented wretch, 
Hateful and envious, and of malice full ; 
Speaks to some brother in some vile o'er-reach, 
Would crush the feeble and conduct the whole^ 

Go, hated man ! your high pretensions wash 
In font of common sense, and then you'll see 
Your rigid manners cut a carnal dash, 
Detested by the noble, honourable, free. 

The humblest child of faith can see thy path, 
A crooked, thorny, dirty, muddy road ; 
'Twill lead you somewhere, as the wise man saith,. 
To any other point — but not to God. 
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THE WANDERING BEE. 

THE wandering bee roams far from home, 
And instinct guides her to return ; 
But I who far from Jesus roam, 
Must wait the sun's bright rising morn. 

If darkness be a proof of light, 
I walk in midnight darkness oft ; 
Myself to move I have no might, 
Till Jesus make my spirit soft. 

O could I live more like a saint, 
Enjoy the presence of the Lord ; 
But ah ! I'm sinful, weak, and faint, 
E'en favours past I can't record. 



A GARDEN ENCLOSED. 

A GARDEN enclosed is my sister, says Jesus, 
A spring too, shut up, and a fountain well-seal'd ; 
Come into thy garden, thou dear One, don't leave us, 
And drink at the fountain thy love has revealed. 

A fountain of Gardens, with streams from the mountains, 
Mount Hermon, Mount Calvary, and Lebanon too ; 

In riv'lets and drops from that clear crystal fountain. 
Come, Jesus, revive us, thou'rt faithful and true. 

I know I am black, but, oh Lord, am I comely 
In thy holy eyes ? — ah ! dear Lord, can it be. 

That one so dejected, so dreary and lonely. 

Should e'er think of walking in glory with thee ? 

O give me some token, thou dear lovely Jesus, 
O come let me lean on thy deep wounded side ; 

Thy sweet savoury name from all care will release us. 
And make my faith strong through life's tempest 
to ride. 
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I'll tell of thy sufferings, and sing of thy glory, 
And speak of thy power to the foe in the gate ; 

And ever will tell of thy dying love story, 

To friends and to foes thy dear name I'll relate. 



TIME STORMS. 

WITH dark winding story, thou river of time, 
Roll on, though thy current is painful to me ; 
I ne'er can enjoy thee, as once thou, wert mine, 
Thy waves are deep stained with base treachery. 

why was I placed among traitors and knaves, 
Self-made base impostors, not sent by the Lord ? 
Thy stream, flowing river, brings truths on its waves. 
Thy open comments awful secrets afford. 

1 once thought men princes and priests unto God, 
But all seek their own, not the things of the Lord ; 
Alas ! my mistake in this dreary abode, — 

What filthy transactions my pen might record. 

Woe, woe to that cause, thus basely supported. 
Our poor suffering Zion still hangs between thieves ; 
Her prospect still marr'd, and her features distorted. 
Till Christ in his mercy her spirit relieves. 

Poor Zion lays bleeding of wounds from her shepherds. 
The wounds she receives in the house of her friends ; 
Her Lord fared the same — she, too, must be shattered, 
When grace takes possession, her carnal peace ends. 

But woe to those men, now troublers in Zion, 
Who sit in the saddle, with whip, and with spur. 
Driving full speed, " duty faith " they rely on. 
The feeble and fainting their "sounding brass " hear. 
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Flow on, Streaming time, our God rules the billows, 
Thy current can only just foam as he please ; 
On streams fearful rough our God can make pillows,. 
Affording delight, satisfaction, and ease. 



THE HAMPER. 

THE "Vintage Juice" to hand, mellow and good,. 
Revives the heart, is superficial food ; 
Our 'Lord oft talked of grapes, and milk, and wine. 
The figures grand are but the dying sign. 

Signs of Eternal Love, in heavenly store. 
That love without a bottom or a shore ; 
O send more tastes in this dark world to me. 
Thy love in wine and milk. Lord, let me see. 

Old wine, the kingdom has in store, for saints, 
Who now in battle toil, and often faint ; 
Again, a draught of wine the soul revives. 
Restoring strength, and healing comfort gives. 

O happy figures — Wine, and Milk, and Oil, 
Restoring souls who in this desert toil, 
Pleasant to God and man, by heaven's decree. 
When wine was wanting, Christ produced it free. 

Yet there are " niggard souls," whose every grip 
Hold fast the " Muck Rake," and ne'er let it slip ; 
From straws to diamonds, all is turned to cash, 
What glories they behold in "miser's trash." 

Religiously inclined, they curse the wine. 
And men who taste it, they call bad as swine ; 
Yet good for " stomach's sake " that shall be true,. 
And Jesus Christ was called " wine bibber " too. 
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ON THE DEATH OF M T P T. 

DEAR saint ! she's gone ! from sins, and toil, and pain, 
For her to die was truly real gain. 
Her Christ was all her boast How firm she stood 
On Jordan's brink, and looked across the flood ; 
While daring foes did oft her soul surround. 
Her struggling faith was oft with victory crown'd. 
Crushed under pain, and sunk in deep distress, 
She often sang God's power and faithfulness. 
But now the spirit's fled ; the body's here. 
To wait the next redemption. Purchase dear, 
To be redeem'd again, by power alone. 
And prove blood's virtue did for sin atone. 



TEXT BOOK. 

THE texts within are words of truth, 
May be admired by age or youth ; 
They bend not, move, nor change their forms, 
But stand like rocks against the storms. 

The chisel, and the hammer too. 

Have tried their strength to smash them through. 

They've been dissected o'er and o'er. 

When left, they stand just as before. 

Both curse and medicine from them flows, 
To gall the soul or heal its woes : 
They're God's own words, and cannot fail, 
Tho' all the hosts of hell assail.. 



ELECTION. 

ELECTION ! what a singular word ; 
It did well with my mind accord. 
When love was my intent. 
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I know I loved a creature then, 
Selecting her from nine or ten, 
Right to my heart's content. 

At first she seemed a little shy, 

And toss'd up somewhat scornfully, — 

I never minded that. 
My mind was fix'd, I said no more. 
But left her for a while to soar. 

And fancy this or that 

Onward she went in reckless speed, 
Despising everything I said, — 

At length her trouble rose. 
Her debts increased a dreadful sum. 
The creditor, to mercy dumb. 

Did all the case expose. 

She sham'd, she blush'd, she pray'd, she cried, 
I often pass'd at eventide, 

But never said a word; 
She saw me through the forest glade. 
And knew what I to others said, 

By what they did record. 

At length the Law, its claims would force, 
She felt its power a heavy curse. 

Fall on her broken heart. 
And now she lay in chains of death. 
And strangers said, she should " Act Faith," 

And from her sins depart 

I found her in this wilderness, 
I lov'd, and pitied her distress. 

And said, " Look unto Me." 
One look she gave, I rais'd her faith. 
From cursing law to my own death. 

Then clearly did she see. 
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My love the cause, Election shone 
In colour bright, the act my own, 

She saw my sovereignty. 
She sees it now, and owns my love. 
Election too does well approve. 

And wonders grace is free. 

I think I did the rest no harm. 
In choosing her, it may alarm 

The sleeping, dreaming dead. 
But right or wrong, just so it is, 
Shell rise to everlasting bliss. 

With me, her "Husband" "Head." 



SCHOOL HYMN. 

SING to that God, who finds us friends, 
To teach the Bible to our youth ; 
Who kind instruction to us sends, 
Guiding our minds in paths of truth. 

Thanks for our teachers, true and kind. 
Who leavfe their home at early morn ; 
To guide our feet they are inclined, 
Though often we repay with scorn. 

Thanks for their resolutions strong, 
For firm resolve and good intent ; 
They often set us right when wrong. 
For we are oft on evil bent 

May they a rich reward obtain. 

To see the teachers and the taught ; 

Singing of true eternal gain, 

Through Christ who struggling Zion bought 
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Long may we be inclined to fight 
Against our ignorant self-will, 
Until at last, they set us right, 
With perseverance, truth, and skill. 



MR. V R'S LILY. 

THAT lovely Lily, ting'd, and spotted brown, 
God's own production, in this world of woe. 
In some sweet-favoured spot, has sure been grown. 
The pouring rains of late it cannot know. 

It bends in modesty its lovely head. 
Reclining o'er the cup its fragrance sheds. 
Invites inspection without fear or dread. 
Its Maker to adore, in silence leads. 

"Art," bring thy wax, thy brightening metals bring. 
Artistic hand, hold fast the pencil rod ; 
Apply thy skill, and thy own merit sing. 
This " Lily " is the workmanship of God. 



TO MR. AND MRS. B- 



YEARS thirty-six, since nuptial knot was tied, 
And many a storm weVe had to over-ride ; 
But, thanks to Him who always holds the helm. 
No wave has come, to fairly overwhelm. 

Love has its charms, and sweetens many a cross, 
But for its chains, greater had been our loss ; 
When storms arose, then, side by side, weVe stood. 
And faced the tempest, hoping for the good ; 

Though many times weVe trembled in the storm, 
And felt it hard to have our own flesh torn ; 
Torn from our bones ; and crush'd before our eyes. 
When God seemed angry, calling from the skies. 
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Broken weVe stood ; we felt the awful rod 

Of our most Holy, Holy, sovereign God ; 

But Calvary's Cross brought hope's bright star in view, 

Refreshed in battle, we have waded through. 

Thus far we've come, still hoping for the best, 
By many known, and by kind friends caress'd ; 
And saved, we trust, in Him who liv'd and died ; 
Remove his cross, and we've no hope beside. 



u 



Now waiting," till our nuptial chain shall break, 
When Nature's love will tremble at the stake ; 
Then Love Eternal will more brightly shine. 
And Nature's love be lost in Love Divine. 



THE BLACK COCK. 

SWEET tenant of the wooded brake, . 
Where purling streams wash bare the gay fern's root, 
Where roe-deer prance, around the silvery lake. 
And "Curlew screams, where jinks the Water coot." 

The " murder " aiming eye, has laid thee low, 
No more to crow, at early break of day — 
No more to feed, where sweet " cranberry " grow, 
Or dress in sunshine thy bright plumage gay. 

Thy day is past, now crushed in sportsman's bag. 
He marked thee on the wing to seek retreat ; 
His pride, thy death ; he saw thy pinion flag. 
And smiled a victory in thy defeat. 

And the coy partridge, daintiest of meat, 
Still and retiring, in its stubble home ; 
By floating particles, dogs find the seat, 
Make a dead stand, and wait the victim's doom. 
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" Hold up," a gentle voice conducts the point, 
Steady, " To-ho," on whirling wing they rise ; 
Bang, bang, a brace, mark, mark, old bird in front, 
' Breach-loader " nowhere," " Manton" still the prize. 

Just so is man ; we shoot each other down. 
On what we call the field of battle brave ; 
The farce will end, when actor and the clown 
Must both be crushed in some cold, silent grave. 



ISAIAH XLIII. 12. 

YE are my witnesses, saith God, 
To testify that I am He, 
Who shows to mortals that " one road," 
That leads to blest eternity. 

Eternity there is for all, 
But most to black despair push on. 
And headlong tumble through the fall. 
Bidding all sacred things begone. 

My witnesses show I am God, 
By opening first their dead-blind eyes : 
To see their path a downward road, 
And make them to salvation wise. 

They testify, love, blood and peace, 
Flow to their souls from Calvary's tree, 
And sing the mysteries of grace. 
In full salvation rich and free. 

My witnesses declare me God, 
When opening gulfs they saw around, 
And, trembled o'er that black abode, 
When I declared a ransom found. 
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My witnesses declare my power, 
Where sad backslidings change their place,. 
And tremble in the chastening hour, 
Till mercy seals again their peace. 

My witnesses declare the grave 
Has lost its power, to hold them there ; 
And sing my mighty power to save, 
From death, destruction, and despair. 



PSALM LXII. S. 

OTHOU, my soul, wait on the Lord^ 
My expectations all from Him ; 
Who else can peace and joy afford ? 
All else is but an empty dream. 

Wait then, my soul, the Lord can bless, 
And comfort in the time of need ; 
He sees thy every deep distress, 
Then wait, and his own promise plead. 

He sees thee in temptation's hour, 
When weakness yields, and flesh gives way p 
Call out, expect almighty power. 
To give thee strength to win the day. 

Strong in thy strength, O make me stand, 
My soul hangs on almighty power ; 
If thy sweet word will but command, 
I'll triumph in each trying hour. 

I know they're blest who wait on Thee> 
And all their expectations place 
On Him who died on Calvary, 
And long to see Him face to face. 
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CONTENTMENT. 

CONTENT in water or in fire, 
If living faith be active there, 
Submitting to my Lord's desire, 
I worship, and I cast my care. 

In sickness, poverty, and death, 
'Tis well if I his hand can see ; 
O the omnipotence of faith ! 
Bestow'd on such a wretch as me. 

'Tis well, if oceans overwhelm, 
Though mountains rend, and thunder roar, 
When faith beholds Him at the helm, 
My trembling heart desires no more. 

what a rock! a strong defence, 

Is Christ the Lamb, who died for me ; 
What power can drive my soul from thence. 
Or who shall dare to make me flee ? 

But ah ! when left to stand alone. 
And guilt sets in on every hand. 
Faithless in Him who did atone, 

1 tremble, quake, and cannot stand. 



D 



THE SHADOW. 
EAR Madam, I send you a shadow, 



A poor fleeting thing ; soon to pass ; 
'Twill wither like grass, in the meadow. 
For truly all flesh is but grass. 

But there is a substance, my sister. 
And now when law shadows are fled. 

We truly need fear no disaster. 
United to Jesus our head. 
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To live in his presence, how pleasant, 
To lean on his bosom, how grand ; 

Then wait, my dear friend, for the present, 
He'll lead to the fair promised land. 

Then hail for the meeting with Jesus, 
And Moses and Abraham too ; 

Our Lord from the grave will release us, 
Your poor worthless scribe ; yes, and you. 



LOVE. 

THERE'S fancy and feeling and friendship in love ; 
There's pity and anguish each lover must prove ; 
And jealousy burning a flame most intense, 
Embittering the heart, and confounding the sense. 

There's little love childishj and moves with the sun, 
Its pangs are most tender, its pace is soon run ; 
Maturer love's stronger, commanding the mind, 
Its claims are more binding, its track more defined. 

There's open love, laughing its frolicsome chat ; 
There's surly love, chaffing, cross this and cross that ; 
There's secret love, sighing, yet never express'd. 
Oft on the lips dying and always suppress'd. 

There's love, too, that no one must know it, but one ; 
A love that's forbidden, by classes, and clan. 
Its pangs are to cold-hearted lovers unknown, 
Yet each who possess it, declares it his own. 



THE STOIC. 

HE never knew his Maker's hand, 
Nor saw a Saviour's brow. 
Nor Spirit, sealing a command 
To lead him to the true. 
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The true, the real, the living God, 

He knew not, it was " fate." 
An independent path he trod, 

Yet actions low did hate. 

In self, he felt a noble law, 

But sought not to improve 
A conscious sense of what he saw, 

Yet did not others move. 

No missionary soul had he, 

Content in self to live ; 
He could face death most fearlessly, 

Nor pine, nor sigh, nor grieve. 

Such is a stoic ; fallen man. 

Nor seeks himself to mend ; 
Conscious in self, whatever is wrong 

Will right be, in the end. 



THE HELPLESS SINNER. 

A HELPLESS sinner clings to Christ, 
Hangs on his life and death ; 
Sees Him a great atoning Priest, 
And lives a life of faith. 

His fears, and faith, oft struggle hard. 

Yet on the promise hangs ; 
He oft looks to a risen Lord, 

And that oft comfort brings. 

Yet looking past the things of time, 

He rises far above ; 
Faith in the future, O how fine, 

When mix'd with Jesus' love. 



352 REVIVINGS. 

Lord, mix my fear with faith and love, 
And raise my soul to Thee ; 

And thy unchanging goodness prove, 
To one so vile as me. 



REVIVINGS. 

SWEET fountain, full and holy, 
Where the springs of life are found. 
Here all nature's filth and folly 
Sink, decay, are lost, or drowned ; 
Mystery deep, known but to few — 
Hid from the wise. Gentile and Jew. 

Sacred fountain, spring and cleanse me. 

Wash ! O wash this filth away ; 
Stream firom Lebanon, do reach me. 
Change my darkness into day. 
In rivers, streams, or showers, or dews. 

Thy healing virtues, Lord, diffuse. 

O how hard, and dry, and barren, 

Withered and dead, both branch and root ; 

Mind so full of filthy carrion, 

To Jesus never can bear fruit 

Lord, come and prune thy own poor tree, 
That it may bring forth fruit to Thee. 

O spring up, thou sacred fountain. 
Let thy sweet healing waters flow ; 

Streams send to thy holy mountain, 

Where thy weary children go. 

O let thy longing ones be blest — 

There, Lord 1 thy gracious hand does rest 



god's ways. 153 

GOD'S WAYS. 

WHAT now thou know'st not, thou shalt see, 
In after times, I'll make thee know 
My power, my grace, my sovereignty. 
In all my conduct here below. 

Poor Peter, needing washing times, 
When thrice he had denied his Lord ; 
Poor Jacob's trials and Joseph's dream, 
God's wond'rous love and grace record. 

And silent Abraham, with his son 
To offer him a sacrifice ; 
And yet that work was never done, 
Jehovah took him by surprise. 

Paul's angry slaughter of the saints, 
God stopp'd ; ah ! little did Paul know 
Of future trials and events. 
For Jesus, he must undergo. 

When Israel sang the Red Sea song. 
And enemies all floating dead. 
Thought not of forty years so long, 
Should through the wilderness be led. 

When Moses saw the burning bush 
He hid his face, afraid to look. 
Till God put in his hand a brush 
To sweep out Egypt's darkest nook. 

When little Esther wed the king 
She knew not of the Lord's intent ; 
How plain it was the Lord's design 
Haman to meet on evil bent. 
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God's ways in seas and waters deep, 
His footsteps truly are not known ; 
Our apprehensions now asleep, 
Shall wake before his great white throne. 



CAP FOR GRAVE-SIDE. 

11HIS cap for the grave-side, most solemn employment, 
- To bury our dead, out of sight ; 
To know they are gone to eternal enjoyment 
Fills sorrowing hearts with delight 

Yet gloomy the thought, that we no more shall meet 
them 

On time's bustling stage, as before ; 
Yet hoping before the great throne we shall greet them, 

We humbly submit, and adore. 

This old scalp of mine, it has many times shiver'd 

Before the cold winter's bleak blast ; 
With weeping ones round me, whose heart-pulse have 
quiver'd, 

On bidding farewell at the last. 

" Farewell " to the dead — to the blest, they are living — 

In hope of a bright rising mom ; 
Rich streams of delight their Redeemer is giving, 

In triumph, they down shall be borne. 

To meet their new clay, moulded fresh by our Jesus, 

And like his own dear body made ; 
Our glorious Captain from death shall release us 

And show himself plainly, our Head. 

Then thanks to my friend, for this cap, a protection, 
To shield my old head from the blast ; 

And may his kind heart, oft " make sure its election," 
Producing sweet comfort, and rest 



IRELAND. 155 

IRELAND, 1881. 

POOR Ireland! she struggles in chains: her own 
making ; 
Sad priestcraft has plunged her in misery's den, 
That traitor of nature, with hell-sheath'd sword, shaking, 
Defies every action of generous men. 

Poor Ireland ! she groans in benighted religion. 
Curst priestcraft shuts out the true light most divine; 

How bright might she shine, in herself a sweet region, 
No soil on the earth more productive, more fine. 

Poor Ireland, oppres'd ! her bright wit, clear as magic. 
Her brave gallant spirit, laid low in the dust ; 

O shine, some bright star, if by love, or by magic. 
Relieve that fine land from theologian rust 

O, raise her fine sons from that vile degradation, 
That stamps every visage with poverty's sigh ; 

May truth, love, and beauty, the pride of a nation, 
Exalt every mind and delight every eye. 

Poor Ireland ! I sigh, my heart bleeds o'er thy sorrow, 
Thy dear weeping mothers their infants caress ; 

And proud-hearted fathers look sad on the morrow. 
To see their sons rise — but to rags and distress. 

Poor Ireland ! the harp is unstrung in thy valleys, 
And nerveless that hand, now, to vibrate the lyre ; 

Yet patient in grief — tho' insults flow in sallies. 
Thy fond heaving bosom still burns with desire. 



THE CHAINED EAGLE. 

POOR tether'd bird ! thy upcast eye 
Speaks language longing to be free ; 
If loos'd, thy flight would pierce the sky, 
But now chained down ; ah, just like me. 
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Thy native rocky crag and peak, 
Where, cradrd safely in the nest, 
Tis vain for thee to look or seek, — 
Just so with me though IVe been blest 

The time was when I sat on high, — 
The rock my seat, the world below ; 
But now on earth I sob and sigh, 
An upward glance I sometimes know. 

Chained like the eagle, till that break, 
By native instinct then I'll rise. 
All earthly cumbrances forsake, 
Mount to the rock above the skies. 



THE BEST OF BOTH WORLDS. 

SEE, there he stands ; who paddled round awhile. 
Sought proper footing for his cursed joke ; 
Tried several schemes to carry out his guile. 
At length he anchored on a certain rock. 

Finding that rock would carry him through life, 
E'en should he fail to gather with both hands ; 
And prove e'en weak in mercenary strife, 
Boasts of his rock despising shifting sands. 

Now see him with his back to death and God, 
Face all the world with a rapacious look ; 
Throws out his nets, his fishing line and rod. 
And finds a silvery fish on every hook. 

Oh, how he smiles, shrugs shoulders, and says, hush ! 
A quiet sin he feels it comes right fast ; 
Grasping the poor's poor pence, he ne'er could blush, 
The rock's quite firm, and he'll be safe at last 



THE CAMELLIA. 157 

Onward he goes, with thousands at command, 
The poorest of God's poor make up his store ; 
The world is all before him, sea, and land, 
His angle drag and net he does adore. 

And clever too can talk about his rock. 

But holds the world right fast with both his hands ; 

To call him covetous would surely shock. 

But you observe with back to God he stands. 

Each act his right hand does, his left hand knows, 
Holds up his golden gifts to mortal fame ; 
Before he gives a gift does long purpose 
How it might best exalt his wretched name. 

Poor man ! face to the world with back to God, 
Worse than Lot's wife, poor stock who salt became; 
Observe how active, with his line and rod. 
Spends a whole life to raise an odious name. 



THE CAMELLIA. 

BRIGHT lonely flow'r. Camellia, white, 
Spotless as snow thy bosom spread ; 
Peerless in beauty, perfect, bright. 
But scentless is thy lovely head. 

Just so is man ; if " dead in sin," 
He may shine bright, among the rest ; 
But ah ! his heart is cold within. 
No gracious unction has him blest. 

No savour of the Lord's dear name 
Drops from his lips, like ointment shed ; 
No sweet perfume to tell his fame, 
Who once on Calvary groan'd and bled. 



158 DESERTION. 

DESERTION. 

ALAS, how defeated am I, 
I once thought my sins were all gone ; 
And now disappointed I sigh, 
As one who is driven from home. 

My heart did repose in that blood. 
That once wash'd my sins all away ; 
I thought I drew near to my God, 
And on Him my fond hopes did stay. 

How comes it, alas ! that I sigh 
In Achor's dark valley alone ? 
My sins mounting up to the sky. 
And no cleansing blood to atone. 

Ah ! was I deceived at the first? 
When sweet songs of praises I sang ; 
My heart, it was ready to burst. 
And join the celestial throng. 

O tell me, ye saints that are gone, 
Gone far from this world of woe ; 
Now basking before that white throne, 
Did you have such changes below ? 

So, then, I yet may survive 
These perils of fire and of flood, 
If Jesus will keep me alive. 
And show me a " token for good." 



GOODNESS. 

HOW good when Jesus waters well 
The thirsty, longing soul, 
And every fiery dart repel, 
And makes the wounded whole. 



THE DRUNKARD. 1 59 

The saint returns to days of youth, 

His flesh is fresh and sweet ; 
His heart is warm, he loves the truth. 

And stands in Christ complete. 

He feels the Rock, he shouts and sings. 
His mountain now stands strong ; 

From hill to hill he bounds and springs. 
And Christ is all his song. 

How soon he faints when Christ withdraws 

The shinings of his face ; 
What ugly things old nature shows 

In absence of free grace. 

But, O believer, here it stands, 

The change is not in God ; 
We shift about like sinking sands, 

On this dark doubtful road. 

But come, dear friends, come, let us wait. 

Old time will soon be gone. 
And we shall reach yon heavenly gate, 

And bow before his throne. 



THE DRUNKARD. 

POOR beastly man ! what, there, he's drunk again ! 
All curtain lectures still bestowed in vain ; 
No kind entreaties, no, nor children's cries, 
The beastly sot all influence defies. 

An artist clever, and in science clear, 
His sober moments valuable, dear ; 
Many good points he has ; he's honest, true ; 
But what for that, he's lazy, drunkard too. 



l6o THE children's SONG. 

When he returns to business, how he shames ! 
Accompanied with " Blues," all round in flames ; 
He stares, he kicks, he swears, he murmurs low, 
And half resolves to have another "go." 

Poor wretched mortal ! how his time is spent, 
Happy in " cups " — there he's at home,* content ; 
Forgetting " Wine's a mocker," onward goes, 
In spite of friends, he treats them all as foes. 

At war with his own life, his friends, his God, 
He gallops down the steep, the dreadful road ; 
Till plunging in, at bottom — now stuck fast. 
The scene is over now — the die is cast. 



THE CHILDREN'S SONG. 

COME, children, let us sing 
Our pretty story ; 
The sweetest round the ring 

Shall have the glory. 
We'll sing with heart and voice, 
In singing we'll rejoice ; 
'Tis a delightful choice 
To join in chorus. 

Let no discords be found, 
Come tune our voices ; 

Let harmony abound. 
How sweet the choice is. 

In singing we'll unite, 

Instead of brawl and fight ; 

How pleasing the delight 
To join in chorus. 



ROMAN JUDGE. l6l 

Our parents won't despise 

Our pretty singing, 
To hear our voices rise, 

With echoes ringing. 
Twill make them smile, and say 
Tis a delightful play, 
To sing an hour away, 

Joining in chorus. 

Then to improve the mind, 

Let us be turning ; 
Be to each other kind. 

And always learning. 
The mind's the seat of power, 
A glorious opening flower. 
Enriched by every shower 

Of real instruction. 



ROMAN JUDGE. 

PILATE, Pilate ! fated Roman Judge, 
Standing between the Jews, and God's decree ; 
When Roman honour fell in mental drudge, 
And shrank from Justice in a sad decree. 

Why scourge a faultless man ? then let him go, 
Caesar himself would scorn the lawless deed ; 
But prophets told us how it must be so, — 
To mockery, Jesus Christ was long decreed. 

Yes, Pilate knew why Christ stood at the bar, 
'Twas envy fired the Jewish heart with wrath ; 
O see the silent, Mighty Man of War, 
Submit to insult, and injustice — death. 

Again, poor Pilate seeks to let Him go. 
And thinks it hard to crucify their King. 



1 62 DESIRING. 

Their cries now rage, a furious hellish crew, 
We have no king but Caesar, madly ring. 

Poor Pilate finds it now beyond his power 
To save the man and gratify the Jews; 
This is the fatal, this the dreadful hour, 
Decreed of God, lost Zion to release. 



DESIRING. 

I CAN'T stir the muses, I do want to sing, 
Each action refuses, how flagging her wing ; 
No breezes from Zion, no breath of the Lord, 
No flights of salvation my pen can record. 

I mope in the dark, like a man that's half dead, 
Past favours forgotten, yet want daily bread ; 
O could I but rise, to yon fam'd mountain side, 
Where Peter saw glories, and was satisfied, — 

I'd testify too of the glories of Christ, 
My King, my Redeemer, my glorious High Priest ; 
I'd tell of his conquest, o'er sin, death and hell, 
And speak of my prospects, in glory to dwell. 

But oh ! how I muddle, and hug this vain world, 
And often, I fear, that at last I'll be hurled 
Where God only knows, in the power of his wrath, 
Forgive, dearest Lord, what in darkness I breathe. 



"WHO OF GOD IS MADE UNTO US 

WISDOM," ETC. 

OF God, the saints are all one, in Christ, 
Their Head, their Saviour, and their great High 
Priest ; 
Yea, Christ is made of God all things to them, 
Whate'er men think, or say, or how condemn. 
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Of God, Christ is their wisdom, oh what news ! 
To silly things, who can't their own path choose, 
Their glorious Head is wise enough to lead 
In pastures green, where hungry souls may feed. 

Of God, Christ is their righteousness as well, 
'Tis that which justifies, and saves from hell ; 
O what a righteousness ! on this dark road, 
A glorious robe ; the righteousness of God. 

Of God, Christ is sanctification too : 
Come, filthy souls, if this good news be true. 
How holy, and how clean you must appear, 
If washed in that which issued past the spear. 

Of God, Christ is redemption too, how grand, 
O how complete, the ransom'd ones do stand ; 
Pure in Christ's purity ! O precious lot ! 
Without a blemish, wrinkle, stain, or spot. 

Then hold up, saint, the storm may batter long ; 
The victory's sure, for Jesus Christ is strong ; 
The sea may roar, but cannot overwhelm ; 
The shore is safe, for Christ is at the helm. 



SONGS IN THE NIGHT. 

THIS soft, dewy evening encloses me round. 
The sun, too, retires on his course, in far west ; 
The lab'rer returns from his toil, and has found 
His old arm chair, where he fondly may rest. 

And I, a poor hopeful, once joyous and strong, 
My heart full of confidence, gay with delight, 
Look back to the days when my harp was well-strung; 
But now, I'd be glad of a song in the night. 
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A song of such mercies as mov'd all around, 
My friends, often weeping, said, All is not right ; 
They wondered, not knowing the Stone I had founds. 
But now, I'd be glad of a song in the night. 

O God ! where art thou ? for my Maker thou art ; 
Thy rich gifts of grace are all glorious and bright ; 
Dear Spirit, do open that treasure, our chart, 
And give to thy dust one more song in the night. 

Lord, open that Volume, thy Spuit reveal, 
Do witness within us, then all will be light ; 
Let love and salvation our wounded heart heal ;. 
O favour us, Lord, with a song in the night ! 



TIME. 



TIME is fleeting, skimming, flying, 
Ever on its whirling wing ; 
Heeds no scene, however trying. 
Moving on at nameless swing. 

Death, nor dancing, stirs its motion. 
Heedless of the song or tear, 

Nor to nobles gives promotion. 
Swings on at its full career. 

Silly mortals, seldom thinking 
How its whirling pinions move ; 

Singing, dancing, eating, drinking, 
Laughing o'er the things above. 

Swifl:er than electric lightning, 
Darting on, from east to west ; 

Every breath we draw, is tightening 
Cords of death around our breast. 



ROSE OF SHARON. 1 65 

Soon the choking gasp must follow, 

Whether we're prepared or no ; 
Then in death-grasp ; on our pillow, 

Lifeless — ^gone, to weal or woe. 



ROSE OF SHARON. 

OCOME, my weary soul, repose 
Under the shade of Sharon's Rose, 
Its fragrance would my soul restrain 
From thoughts foolish, vile, and vain. 

Then " pure in heart " my home would be, 
My union once again I'd see ; 
Branch of the Vine, a sinner sav'd. 
My name upon his hands engrav'd. 

O lovely Rose of Sharon, sweet. 
In thee thy children stand complete ; 
Thy fragrance shed, perfume us o'er. 
To us our days of youth restore. 

Thy balmy name is ointment still. 
The virgins love to know thy will. 
To hear thee saying, " Soul, arise," 
Transports their soul above the skies. 

But, ah ! I'm here, in Achor's vale. 
And moaning out my poor sad tale ; 
Yet would not change my place with kings, 
And all the pomp their honour brings. 



LONGING FOR CHRIST. 

LORD, bid me come from Lebanon with thee ; 
From lions' dens and dangers set me free ; 
From worldly cares and trials draw my soul. 
And every evil thought and thing control. 



1 66 THE DOVE COTE. 

If thou but speak, I know it would be done, 
My soul would then like willing chariot run 
To valleys where the nuts in clusters hang, 
Where I might listen to the turtle's song. 

How well thy voice is known in my poor heart. 
And when 'tis heard, do all things else depart ; 
The rooni is thine, authority is there, 
The Master's come — the care of every care. 

Then come, dear Lord, into thy garden come. 
Eat thine own fruit, the pomegranate and plum ; 
Lord, crack the nuts, and give the kernel me. 
That glories bright I in thy Word may see. 

Feast after feast. Lord, let my soul partake, 
And do it, Jesus, for thy own name's sake. 
That Zion may be fed with choicest things 
That run in streams from love's eternal springs. 



THE DOVE COTE. 

Hebden Bridge New Chapel. 

" "TvOVES to their windows ! " who are these, 
A/ That fly in clouds, o'er stormy seas. 
Winging their way to worlds above. 
Constrained by Jesus' dying love ? 
They've seen blood streaming from the cross,. 
And now count all things else but dross. 

Swift on the wing, aloft they soar. 

They've tasted grace, and long for more ; 

With throbbing hearts, far-seeing eyes, 

They seek a home above the skies. 
Where Jesus reigns, in worlds above, 
And waits his weary, panting dove. 



THE DOVE COTE. 1 67 

Houses of refuge o'er the land 

Are planted by the Lord's command, 

And on this hillside, sacred spot ! 

We have a pleasant " New Dove Cot," 
Where doves who in the valley mourn, 
Shall to their days of youth return, 

And safely rest; in riven rock, — 
Rock-rent by Justice' awful stroke, — 
But Christ has conquered death and hell ; 
Our Jesus has done all things well, 

And says to filthy souls like me, 

Thy countenance let me often see ; 

And let me hear thy voice in prayer. 
Thy voice sounds sweetly on my ear. 
Thy comely countenance I love. 
My fair one, and my turtle dove, — 

One eye has ravished my heart. 

And with thee I will never part. 

Fly to your windows, trembling doves, 
The fowler's snare our Christ removes ; 
Cling to the rock when shelters fail. 
Our Jesus is within the vail. 

Poor little trembling doves, take wing 

And fly, and reach eternal spring. 

May streams of grace and mercy flow 

From this hill-side to vales below, 

Till rocks on every side resound 

With love and blood by sinners found. 
And babes and sucklings sing and shout, 
And bless God for this " New Dove Cote.'' 
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THE SHEPHERD OF "GLEN ESK." 

SWEET Keenie brae, thy gurgling burn 
Gft sees me sit, and ponder here. 
And sometimes weep, and sigh, and mourn, 
In struggling doubt, and pensive fear. 

O chase my doubts, and calm my fears, 
Thou God of Grace. 

How strange ! that I should tremble now. 

When yesterday, I sang with joy ; 
Now doubting if my song was true, 

What power can such sweet strains destroy ? 
Another token, grant, O God — 
The pow'r is thine. 

Christ has his sheep. Great Shepherd He ! 

Who bought them dear : his blood — the cost, 
O could my " Little Faith " but see 
That I am his ; ne'er to be lost. 

Christ gives " eternal life " to them. 
And loves them dear. 

Christ tends his feeble "little flock," 

And guards them well from every foe ; 
And sees when envious " Ishmaels " mock, 
Through all this desert-wild, below. 

Lord, bless thy sheep, and favour me 
With cheering grace. 

Great Shepherd of the ransom'd flock, 

Who leads the sheep to pastures green ; 
Come o'er this rugged mountain rock, 
And let thy wondrous grace be seen. 

My conscience sprinkle, purge my dross, 
And calm my fears. 
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Let me, a lonely wanderer, feel 

That I am bought with precious blood ; 
My heart revive, my pardon seal, 
Then shall I know the peace of God. 
And hold communion with the Lord, 
On Keenie braes. 

Then shall I sing at Keenie Burn, 

While roaring " Esk " pours down his flood, 
The Saviour's resurrection morn. 

And all my sins be drown'd in blood. 
O precious sin— atoning lamb ! 
Eternal Rock. 



LENT UMBRELLA. 

DEAR madam, thanks for umbrella lent. 
Without solicitation 1 O how kind ; 
My heart responded at the kindly hint, 
I saw the pouring rain, with driving wind. 

Should you, dear madam, on a visit here 
Be caught by rain, or other casual plight. 
My best shall be employed, to furnish cheer. 
And, if need be, to shelter you all night. 



KINGLY POWER. 

KINGS great in pow'r, high in command. 
Their voice obey'd over sea and land. 
Can make a poor man rich and great, — 
A duke, or marquis can create. 
With all their pow'r, and best intent, 
E'en two kings cannot make one saint 
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Our kings can criminals release, 
And free the captive in distress ; 
Discharge a debt of high degree, 
Or grant a life-time liberty. 
Can alter laws to their content, 
But two kings cannot make one saint. 

Our kings can furnish clerics high, 
Give titles, names, and dignity ; 
Can make a strutting spark " my lord," 
A prating fool to be adored — 
In vestments fashionable, quaint. 
But ten kings cannot make one saint. 

A saint's the workmanship of God, 
Created new, and washed in blood ; 
Meekness divine, now marks his path. 
His life is now a life of faith. 
His path, the track, the prophet went. 
Our three-one God makes every saint. 



THE LORD'S GOODNESS. 

HE sometimes gives me such a sight 
Of Calvary's cross, where once He stood ; 
And sometimes draws me to his feet, 
To see the spear, and trickling blood. 

And O ! when I am favour'd thus. 
My heart just breaks, in tender love ; 
I faint, and swoon, close to his cross. 
And wait revivings from above. 

And O ! could these sweet moments last, 
'Twould spoil this desert state below; / 
So heavenly is the rich repast 
When Sharon's rose divinely blow. 
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Such moments are a treat indeed, 
Sitting so near to Calvary's cross ; 
A feast of heavenly wine and bread, 
That all things else are counted dross. 



RABBIT TABLE. 

RABBIT breakfast, juicy, good. 
Found it such delicious food, 
Thought I ne'er could have enough ; 
Fear'd they might observe me stuff ! 

Rabbit lunch, 'twas fine indeed, 
Jelly'd cold, with legs and head ; 
At our treat we went with speed, 
Just like dogs from couples freed. 

Rabbit dinner, pies in store. 
Saw the stock through kitchen door ; 
Sweeter than at early morn, 
Long'd for meal time to return. 

Then, at tea time, rabbit pies. 
Lots of loins and thumping thighs. 
Skulls and backbone, tails and rumps. 
No joint wanting — not a stump. 

Rabbit supper, smoking hot, 
Served up from the seething pot ; 
Parsley scattered round the dish. 
As for dainty, sea-trout fish. 

Rabbit, gridded, frizzled brown, 
Rabbit, filleted and sewn, 
Rabbit, roasted 'fore the fire, 
Rabbit, boiled to heart's desire. 
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Rabbit, stew*d with onion sauce, 
Mix'd with garlick and with rice ; 
Rabbits in potato pie ; 
Rabbits seasoned and spiced high. 

Rabbits young and rabbits old. 
Rabbits hot and rabbits cold. 
Rabbits tender, rabbits tough, 
Stars be-thank'd, IVe had enough. 



WHIT-WEEK. 

WHIT-WEEK, with all its treasures, 
We joyfully leave home. 
To dance in frolic's pleasures. 
The woods and wilds among. 

To see the sea-waves washing 

The lovely pebbled shore, 
And hear the billows dashing. 

With foaming distant roar. 

To climb among the mountains. 

And drink at crystal well. 
Or stray by ancient fountains 

Where fairies used to dwell 

To smile at all misfortunes 

That happen on that day. 
To love each other gaily. 

And joke, and prank, and play. 

We'll ne'er think of to-morrow. 
With empty purse and pain. 

But chase away all sorrow, 
The present is our gain. 
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But Stay ! my rambling fancy, 

Just think of some sick bed, 
Where some school-fellow's panting, 

Distressed with aching head. 

I'll try now to be thankful 

That health to me is given ; 
And bless our teacher's kindness. 

Who shows the way to heaven. 



THOUGHTS ON CHRIST'S DEATH. 

OWHEN I think what Christ.has done for me. 
When hanging on yon cross, accursed tree ; 
It was a Roman death my Saviour died ; 
When Jews condemned, the Gentiles crucified. 

Do as ye will : there, now He's in your hand. 

Let go your Jewish wrath, ye envious band, 

I find no fault at all in this meek man, 

Come, christian, gaze — Behold God's wond'rous plan 1 

What God determin'd now has come to pass. 
See heaven's decree — in providential glass ; 
To Jewish wrath the Roman power gives way. 
Bringing to light the glorious Gospel day ! 

Both Jew and Gentile now think a vain thing ! 
Our Christ is wrenching here from death his sting. 
While trembling followers, dismayed, look on. 
They saw the Blood that did for sin atone. 

And, O my soul, these agonies and blood 
Were all for thee when Christ the victim stood ; 
O for more faith, this wond'rous death to trace. 
But satisfied, ne'er till I see his face. 
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GREAT GOD. 

GREAT God, who works to will and do in saints, 
Who knows their weakness and their sore com- 
plaints ; 
O help them to work out what's wrought within, 
Salvation over death, and hell, and sin. 

Well might our Paul exhort the Church of God 
To action in this wilderness abode ; 
Since Christ has set his city on a hill. 
Let kings and passers by now gaze at will. 

May Zion's light shine on the world at large. 
Since God has given her such a sacred charge ; 
To work out daily what God works within, 
Showing God's Love and grace and pow'r o'er sin. 

With fear and trembling may each saint go on. 
Exalting Him who did for sin atone ; 
Approve things honest, lovely, pure, and clean. 
And thus work out what Jesus works within. 

Some kind Epaphroditus send to Rome, 
Who in return will bring you blessings home ; 
Thus interchange of feeling cheers the way. 
As iron sharp'neth iron, proverbs say. 

'Tis God's good pleasure saints will thus work out. 
What God works in ; and turning round about. 
With leaves and fruit in hand, let heathens see 
A plant of righteousness, a goodly tree. 



THE RIVER ALMOND, AFTER HEAVY 
RAINS IN THE MOUNTAINS. 

WHAT ails thee. Almond ? why thy roaring wild ? 
What has disturbed thy peaceful gurgling stream ? 
Oft has thy gentle song my cares beguil'd, 
Why look thy braes so terrified and tame ? 
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Thy frighted braes crouch while the raving blast 
Roars o'er thy forest naked, bare, and wild ; 
Why this commotion ? sure it cannot last : 
When last I saw thee, O how sweet and mild 

What means those heaving, massive sheets of ice. 
Rolling among thy much distracted waves ? 
What ails thee, river dear, in self so nice, 
Thou'rt not thyself a foe thy peace bereaves ? 

Roar, maniac-like, in wild confusion roar. 
Cast out thy sorrows, hurl them to the sea ; 
And when the tossing tempests are all o'er, 
I'll wade thy lovely stream with mirth and glee. 

When last I saw thy banks, peacefully sweet 
Purl'd thy pure stream along its pebbled bed, 
Thy braes in verdure clad where lambkins meet, 
The thrush and blackbird singing in the shade. 

Ah then ! 'twas summer, sweet, dewy, and mild, 
With sun's rich unction gladd'ning all thy braes. 
The pertric, deer, and roe, with mawkin wild, 
Play'd sportive on thy bank in native ease. 



WONDERS. 

MOSES and prophets, all their journey through, 
Sang of our suff 'ring Lord, and victory, too ; 
Satan's defeat, man's rage, the wrath of hell. 
Each seer in his day, did plainly tell. 

At length the awful but appointed day. 
The mighty hunter now can see the prey. 
Old " Nimrod's " spirit rose in awful chase. 
The Saviour Jesus, on the field of grace. 
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That awful moment, heaven itself looks on, 
While blackness covers the eternal throne ; 
Angds, confounded, flag out-stretched wings, 
While hell's black arches with loud triumph ring. 

" Away with him " is now the hellish cry, 
Old "Nimrod " sees his game, the sport is high. 
Jehovah ! Jesus ! O my soul, look on, 
Our Christ has just begun sin to atone. 

Their cursed hallo, hell gave back the sound, 
Like bees they gather the Messiah round ; 
While meek and lowly the Redeemer stood. 
Bearing his cross — to be his bed of blood. 

" Bashan's " old bulls now stamp, and roar and toss,. 
And bellow round the suffering Saviour's cross ; 
Reproaching men now shoot the lip, and laugh. 
Esteeming God's right hand their summer chaff". 

I^ike roaring lions, raving, now they gape ; 
Like dogs they would devour — ^his very flesh would eat ;; 
The assembled wicked now their victory shout. 
Not knowing God's decree they're working out. 

Bearing his cross, he silently moves on, 
While Jewish glory thinks the day its own ; 
Simon the nigger, now his cross must bear, 
While Jewish pride Christ with the blacks compare. 

The heathen introduc'd here to the fold, 
With Solomon's black bride in days of old ; 
This helpless stranger, Ethiopian black, 
Of curs'd descent ; but now on Jesus' track. 
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Hell burst its banks ; black legions flew to see 
The awful captive — climbing Calvary, . 
And marked the path the Jewish leaders trod, 
For devils know Christ is the Son of God. 

Four thousand years had almost pass'd away, 
Rivers of blood were shed each slaughter day. 
With oil and incense rich in high perfume. 
To represent this victim in our room. 

Now it is finished ! O my soul, repose 
On the sweet leaves of Sharon's lovely rose ; 
Lord, give me faith to trust atoning blood, 
Vile as I am I shall have peace with God. 

And found in Christ ! oh. Mystery great and grand> 
I shall at last before th' Eternal stand ; 
Regeneration's journey having trod. 
Stand perfect in the righteousness of God. 



THE CHEERFUL CHRISTIAN. 

BLYTHER than lambs on a sunny May morning,. 
Gayer than larks as they sing in the cloud. 
Richer than kings, with their bright crown adorning,. 
Saints who inhabit this dreary abode. 

Lost to honor in human estimation, 
Mock'd in derision by bishop and priest. 

Falsely accused of unholy intention, 
Calmly they wait the approval of Christ. 

Safely they lean on the bosom of Jesus, 

Sweetly behold his invisible smile ; 
Hear his sweet word which from trouble releases,. 

Sing of his goodness and their care beguile. 

M 
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Then lonely lov'd ones, the day is approaching, 
Sing on the time as it draws to a close, • 

Foes never fear them though daily encroaching, 
Intreat them, and pray never count them as foes. 



AT MANOR HOUSE. 

11HE evening shades were dying, night at hand, 
• The honey bee lay silent on the rose ; 
The thrush her closing song brought to a stand, 
And nature's self was sinking in repose. 

The stars began to shoot o'er silent space. 
The moon, full-orb'd, was on her journey true. 
An inward turn of thought flashed through my soul, 
Of heavenly glories I had such a view. 

Great white throne, where sat the Son of Man, 
In uncreated glory, awful, grand ! 
Around him hosts of brightest angels flew, 
Moving their wings and waiting his command. 

A seraph flew, far in the distant space. 
With secret message to the creature man — 
Returned with tidings of the work of grace, 
In executing God's eternal plan. 

The answer roused the whole angelic host ; 
They clapp'd their wings and hallelujah cried : 
Strong raptures filFd my soul — ^I felt quite lost, — 
Became insensible, I sank and died. 

Another swell of grand seraphic praise 
Burst on my soul with mingled human voice, 
Which brought me back to life, and there 
I found myself alone at Manor House. 
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LINES TO THE MEMORY OF JOSEPH 
CHARLES PHILPOT. 

DEATH ! thou conquering tyrant fell, 
The day's at hand, yet none can tell 
When thy last dagger shall be thrown ; 
AVhen Adam's youngest son shall groan 
Beneath thy mortal fatal blow, 
Resign his breath, and be laid low. 

Full many a gallant heart thou'st smash'd. 

And many prospect bright hast dash'd ; 

And in thy reckless war hast hurled 

Thy millions from our bustling world. 
Relentless, cruel, desperate foe. 
Who cares for neither weal nor woe. 

Thou'st torn our " Philpot " from our midst, 

A man of language well express' d ; 

In judgment sound, in sight most clear. 

His pen renown'd, his memory dear ; 

Most sacred truths dropp'd from his lip, — 
Now who's to guide the " Standard " Ship ? 

Poor " Gospel Standard ! " now thy fate 

With anxious thoughts we ling'ring wait ; 

The channel's deep, but who can steer. 

Since now there is no pilot near ? 
And mutiny, — the bane of right 
May soon produce a desperate fight 

Lord, guide the Standard safe ashore, 

And save it from the tyrant's power ; 

From " Duty-faith," from " Brethren's " craft,— 

Who mix the wool and linen, oft. 
Lord, let the naked truth sail on. 
From " Eden " to the world to come. 
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We mourn our " Philpot " from us torn, — 

A man, a friend, a brother born ; 

Was patient, sympathizing, kind, 

And stood the conflict to the end. 

Mourn, Croydon, Oakham, Stamford too, 
And scattered pilgrims not a few. 

Mourn, Londoners, whose goodly zeal 
Oft heard the man who told the tale 
Of love, and blood, and faith with power 
Of rescue in the trying hour ; 

He's left your Metropolitan world, 
And gone where brightest day's unfurl'd 

Mourn, Wiltshire hills, and dales, and glens. 

Far stretching downs and grassy fens ; 

The wilds, where ransom'd sinners meet, 

And sing redemption all complete ; 

And read the proof, — our " Philpot " gave. 
That Christ came down the Church to save. 

Let Calne and Studley join the wail — 
And sobbing — tell the mournful tale 
That " Philpot's " gone, gone far away, 
To realms of everlasting day ; 

No more to see his cheerful face 
Who told them tales of saving grace. 

Mourn, cottager of straw-thatch'd roof. 
Who, bending, listened to the proof, 
That " God's Elect " are one with Christ, 
At once their Brother and High Priest. 
Devizes, weep, and wipe the tear, — 
His silver trump you'll no more hear. 
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Old widows, mourn a guardian friend, 
Who sought your comforts to extend : 
He preach'd and begg'd on your behalf, 
And laboured in the work of faith. 

Sigh on his grave, and drop a tear 

In honour of his memory dear. 

Let rising generations mourn, 

When fathers tell them in their turn. 

How " Philpot " bold the banner wav'd. 

With Christ upon his heart engrav'd ; 
He met the Arian on the road. 
And prov'd Christ is the Son of God 

The sceptic now may sneer and jest, 
Our " Philpot's " gone to heavenly rest — 
Gone to that throng of stars most bright. 
To shine in everlasting light. 

How blest the dead in Christ who die. 
The victory's won, — their noon is high. 

The sun is bright, the moon is clear. 

The stars they twinkle all the year ; 

Through all their orbs our " Philpot's " gone. 

To bask before th' eternal throne. 

We mourn his loss, but God adore. 
Who sent him to our stormy shore. 

The " Unknown " river he has crossed. 

That fearful Deep ! we ford at last ; 

O Bethlehem-Star ! shine on the brink. 

And hold us up, or we shall sink ; 

Each blood-bought Soul shall stem the wave, 
Our Lord has died the Church to save. 
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A GIFT. 

ACCEPT, dear madam, a nice brace of chicks ; 
I learn that lately you were in a fix : 
A fix where nature's self lends the best will, 
Where love and frolic the foundation laid. 
And though hard pressed, perplexed, all pressure vain 
Dear woman soon forgets, and smiles again. 
Thus woman, God's first gift to creature man, 
A perfect treasure in creation's plan. 

Accept, dear madam, and I'll pledge my troth ; 

The fowls will yield a pleasant dish of broth. 



"BUT LOVE YE YOUR ENEMIES." 

TO love my enemies, indeed. 
Must be a virtue — rare ; 
For love to those who me do hate, 
My nature does not share. 

I'll try to love, and try to bless 

My damning, cursing foe ; 
Since Christ has said, " You must do this. 

E'en all your journey through. 

I'll heap on " coals of fire," to burn. 
That such God's grace may see ; 

And wrath, and cursing, yet may turn. 
To sing God's praise with me. 

That I'm a sinner, vile — God knows, 
In thought, in lip, and hand ; 

Yet oft I feel God's pardon flows, 
When near the Cross I stand. 



}> 
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THE BATHING SEASON. 

IN quest of good health, in the sunshiny day, 
When wanton ones frolic, and childish ones play ; 
When aged ones sigh, as they gaze on the sea, 
Then, visitor, think, that "Thou, God, seest me." 

When parties are formed, and friendly ones meet. 
Forgetting all toil they rejoice as they greet. 
Each countenance beaming, young hearts full of glee. 
Then try to remember, " Thou, God, seest me." 

The place of resort may be Brighton or Wales, 
Where Cromwell once doom*d, and where William 

spread sails ; 
Where peace pervades both the land and the sea, 
Then, Christian, remember, "Thou, God, seest me." 

Midst BlackpooFs rough breakers, or Southport's soft 

air, 
Where invalids bend or recline on the chair ; 
Where struggling young nature, yet buoyant and free. 
Has scarce time to think, that "Thou, God, seest 



me." 



Should Windermere's beauties, fair mountain and 

glen. 
With placid still waters, and poet's far " Ben," 
Attract more than spa, or the wide spreading sea. 
Still, choice one, remember, "Thou, God, seest me." 

Should Leamington's fashion, or Buxton's fresh air, 
Or Harrogate's virtues attract or ensnare ; 
Should quacks in large pledges to cure thee agree, 
When flattery prevails, think " Thou, God, seest me." 
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TO THE MEMORY OF THE LATE 
WILLIAM TIPTAFT. 

DEAR TIPTAFT'S gone— gone home to heaven 
and God, 
Where Jesus reigns in deathless glory ; scars still 
Up6n his brow and side, yea, hands and feet. 
Once unto sin he died, but now he lives : 
The man ; the God ; the Father's fellow, and 
Eternal Son. Dear Tiptaft's with him now, 
And absent from both sin and clay, yea. 
World and death ; no more to sigh, dear 
Man of God, and servant of the Church below, — 
The Church of Christ, in this bleak wilderness 
Of sin and death, where bright scholastics 
Think they serve the Lord. God found him 
In their den, and led him out 
They chas'd the man of God out from 
Their midst, and Jeremiah-like, he heard 
Their rage ; yet patient as a lamb, he bore 
The strokes, one after one, and onward 
Pressed, with mandate from the Lord. 
Like racer straight, or needle to the pole, — 
He stood for truth. A giant and a babe, 
Led by the Lord, he fought and won. 
No low ambition stain'd his noble soul, in 
Heaven's great work, to filthy lucre dead. 
A martyr, too, to self-denial ; yes, a man 
Of honour bright as well ; indeed, was all 
The man that man can be. His trials 
Great, known but to few. Sore disappointment 
Dash'd his noble mind, yet nobly bore the 
Cross. With oft-clasp'd hands, he said, " It is 
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" The Lord, and I will bow ; his ways 
"Are right, and always best" 

Blest man, he's gone, 
Gone from this scene of sorrow 
And this world of woe, and left the 
Field of labour and of toil, for joys above. 

Oft did his voice ring out the truths of 
God, in peals most solemn and appeals 
Most grand. A querist great on subjects 
Noble and divine. Oft did interrogation 
Mingle wrath and joy, in one expression. 
From his dauntless voice. The savours, death 
And life — both at a blow, — fell on the 
Different ears — of dead and living souls. 

The South, the North, the East, 
The West, all knew his voice, and every 
Church of Christ, where once it sounded, long'd 
For the sound again. The annual visit cheer'd 
Full many a heart, and rous'd again the 
Sluggish, carnal mind, to keen inquiry. 
While stable saints again foundation felt. 
And bless'd the rock. Onward he 
Pressed ; no mercenary man, or hireling night-hawk^ 
Thirsting for gold ; cleeking at every thought 
That might be tum'd to Cash; who hunt the 
Spirit's work on hearts redeem'd, for 
Filthy lucre's sake ; detested thought. 
Not so dear Tiptaft — man of single eye ! 
The widow knew his hand, conveying gifts ; 
Delightful task to him ; the happier one of two 
Was he, in that sweet work. 
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His memory will descend with ages far, 
And with it take a savour of the 
Spirit's work ; while those who loved 
The man will still adore the God, — 
The God that led the saint through life, 
Who now lies "Well laid in the grave." 



KEENIE HOUSE, GLEN-ESK. 

YON lovely bower, delightful corner, sweet, 
Where roaring "Esk," and rumbling "Keenie" 
meet. 
Where roses blow ; and birch, and beech entwine ; 
Recess in mountain glad — salubrious — fine. 

Sweet Home ! deep in yon lofty mountain-glen ; 
Far from the rude, the rough, the wild, the mean ; 
Where grace and peace, with love and patience flows — 
The precious fruits of " Sharon's " lovely rose. 

Long may the dews of heaven their influence shed 
On every inmate's heart, in sin once dead. 
But now alive, by sin subduing grace ; 
And waiting long to see the Saviour's face. 

And when the " midnight " cry is heard at last, 
Behold the " Bridegroom comes," arise, make haste, 
May vessels, oil, and lamps be burning there, 
And entering in the glorious marriage share. 

While foolish virgins find their vessels dry. 
Wise virgins have from God a rich supply ; 
Their lamps are lighted up by grace divine : 
'Tis God's own righteousness in which they shine. 
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LINES ON M A T N. 

OUR Martha, sister in our glorious Head, 
Is gone to rest, — is numbered with the dead. 
Her happy spirit shines in endless day. 
Where ransomed souls sing one harmonious lay : 
Where Christ, the glory of that blest abode. 
Shines forth in manhood, — ^reigns the incarnate God ; 
Where ransomed millions, from this world of sin, 
Dwelling in bliss, eternity begin, 
Now shout their victories, and their joy complete. 
Casting their crowns at their Redeemer's feet, 
And little Martha, 'mongst that ransomed band. 
Has landed safe in dear Immanuel's land. 
No more can torturing foes distress her heart ; 
No more can sin her soul from Jesus part : 
They've met at last, and met to part no more, 
Where all is bliss, — O that eternal shore ! 
I left her on a bed of languishing and woe : 
Shall meet her where eternal glories flow. 
O fly, thou dreary time of sin and care. 
And waft me where the mingling myriads are 
Complete in Christ, who in his glory shine. 
And bask in beams of love and life divine. 
Wait, brethren, wait, the happy time's at hand, 
When we shall rise and join the glorious band ; 
When like our sister, dressed in robes of light. 
We'll shine in bliss eternal, regions bright. 
Where Jesus is the Day, the Sun, the God ; 
Where vile corruption never, never trod ; 
The streets are gold, and ransomed souls are pure, 
The tree of life eternally in flower ; 
Life's river, brim-full, flowing to the brink, 
Methinks I see dear Martha stand and drink, 
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Then rising higher in redemption's bliss, 
Nearer the throne, she draws Christ's feet to kiss. 
Beholds him smile, and hears him kindly say, 
Dear soul, thy sins are now all washed away. 
Her ransomed soul is melted in the bliss. 
Again she sings redemption's mysteries. 



As vile as we, she struggled here below, 

Was oft insulted by the daring foe ; 

She sank in heart-felt grief, and sighed again 

With soul distress, and keen heart-rending pain. 

May we endure the cross, expect the crown. 

And reign with Christ in yon bright world unknown. 



LOVE. 

TO love in frolic is no love at all, 
But one who loves in secret means it all. 
The heart's made tender by the object's power, 
And longing, seeks the favour of an hour. 
True love, right told, the object must control. 
Because it throws its chains around the soul ; 
Dissolves the heart by a pure, melting flame, 
Speaking a language lovers cannot name. 
It is not marriage makes the bands of love. 
But glowing hearts that into oneness move. 
Marriage is cold where love's not in a flame ; 
'Tis only duty's yoke, or honor tame. 
Where love is burning, sparks electric flash, 
And vivid thought does through the distance dash. 
How different dogged honor's marriage tie. 
Often it makes the noble-hearted sigh. 
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MARRIAGE. 

MARRIAGE, a bond, a figure, and a bliss. 
Conveying great, eternal mysteries. 
The bond sets forth God's covenant, firm and true ; 
The figure, how the Lord can dwell with you ; 
The bliss, when souls polluted and unclean. 
Love, honour, praise, adore, and worship him. 
Your marriage is a bond that breaks with death, 
Then live in love and peace while here beneath. 
How sad when two, two opposites unite. 
They must in jarring, jangling conflict fight. 
When hearts are one the marriage is complete. 
And faults and failings in love's ocean meet. 
Are plunged in headlong, buried, and forgot ; 
Each loving soul does bless its happy lot. 
And sees the figure, and the lasting bliss. 
The Lord reserves in Heaven for him and his. 



Memoir. 



PREFACE. 
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TTTHILE I was engaged on the preceding writings, 
"' it often occurred to me that many readers 
would regret the absence of a Memoir. As I then 
knew Mr. Taylor's mind it did not appear that he 
purposed to publish one. In my various little talks 
with him on his sick bed, I made good my oppor- 
tunities to know his mind about sundry matters. 
Amongst other things I named my thoughts about 
the Memoir, and told him that there would be dis- 
appointment if one were not published. He said it 
might be so. After some talk on the subject at 
intervals, he had his manuscripts got together, and 
then handed them to me, saying that I could use 
them if I liked. He gave me discretionary power, 
but remarked, I would not curtail the call to the 
ministry, for that was so clear. 

I promised to do my best, and brought the papers 
home. When I looked them over, I found several 
sets of papers, which turned out to have been written 
at various periods, one so recently as within the last 
year of his life. This last seemed to indicate that he 
intended to re-write the whole. I was desired to re-write 
from the lot, as best I could, something that would in 
measure fulfil his intentions. 

N 



PREFACE. 

I have done my best, according to my abilities and 
opportunities, for those who know me need scarcely 
be told that I have much employment in many ways, 
but there will be other readers to whom I shall be 
a stranger, and this explanation may serve instead of 
an apology. 

The greater part of the work is produced as an 
autobiography, which in essence it is, but the atten- 
tive and critical reader will find that the subject 
matter has been written at different times, and 
hence some peculiarities. I have minded to main- 
tain the author's mode of expression, where I have 
not curtailed. 

We do not offer this book as setting forth any great 
excellency of character in the author, for he was one 
of those few experienced Christians who can honestly 
say, "In me (that is, in my flesh) dwelleth no good 
thing," and " by the grace of God I am what I am." 
" The life which I now live in the flesh I live by the 
faith of the Son of God." 

In the hope that some of the related circumstances 
of Mr. Taylor's life may, with the blessing of God, be 
useful to posterity in shewing some of God's ways 
with men, I have been the more willing to go through 
with the work. 

S. 
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THE subject of our memoir was born October i8th, 
1804, at Craig Hall, near Pittendynie, in the 
parish of Manaedie, Perthshire, on the banks of the 
river Shockie, which runs into the Tay, about three 
miles above the city of Perth. Using some of his 
own words, he says, I well remember my father lead- 
ing me by the hand to the lair of the roe, the den of 
the brock (badger), the covert of the tod (fox), seat 
of the mawkin (hare), and burrow of the rabbit, while 
the scream of the curlew, and song of the lark, roused 
my young attention into active enjoyment And now, 
in my eighty-third year, my memory is as good as 
ever, as regards things in early life. My fond parents 
tried to make me, what is called * Early Piety,' and 
taught me to repeat the 23rd Psalm and the three last 
verses of the nth chapter of Matthew, long before I 
could read. Dear parents, they meant well, and we 
should not despise good intentions. I now feel that 
I have reason to regard my parents as having been 
Christian people. 

The first little view I had of wrong from right, was 
when a youth told me he would kill me, if I told 
what he had done. I did not then know that what 
he had done was wrong, but I never forgot that threat 

The marriage of an aunt before I was four years 
old, I well remember, perhaps all the better because 
of the music and dancing, fiddles and bagpipes in the 
barn — a thing quite common in those days. 
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I can also remember being taught in those days 
about Christ being nailed to the tree. My little pity 
was stirred, and my young wrath kindled against such 
cruelty. 

When my mother was leading me by the hand she 
told me that we all had to die some day, and this 
was to me most confounding. After some confusing 
thoughts, I said, " Must we be like the partridges and 
hares dada brings home?" Mother said, "Yes, but 
we shall not be shot" Then I was quite at the end 
of my little wits. Seeing my perplexity, she said, 
" But though we die we shall live again." This was 
still more confounding, and I remember saying, 
"Mother, if we are to live again, why should we 
die?" She then talked to me about a subject so 
profound to me then, that I could do nothing but 
listen, but this much I remember. 

At six years of age I was sent from home, to 
school, to Mr. Thomas Dick. He was author of 
several works on astronomy. He was educated for 
the ministry, but he stepped aside, and was never 
restored. Perhaps the seceders of those days saw too 
clearly, " Be ye clean who bear the vessels of the Lord." 
I remained six years with Mr. Dick. 

About this time the Corn Laws wrought a great 
change in the county, and to make small holdings 
into one large farm, twenty-six families were removed 
from their happy homes, where they had lived for 
many ages past These families were cast on the 
world, my father's being one of them. They sought 
homes in the more busy scenes of human life. Only 
last year I visited the one large farm, and took with 
me my three daughters, to show them the place where 
their old father was born, and where he spent his 
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early years. I ought here to say that we were very 
kindly received and entertained by the present farmer, 
Mr. Young. 

The next twelve years of my life have many and 
varied experiences in them, some of which would no 
doubt please a certain class of readers, but I do not 
think they would edify. 

During my working life, it was my lot to be put to 
work in connection with the calico printing trade, and 
after filling several minor places such as tierer, worker 
in the bleach grounds, colour shops, and printing 
table, it was finally settled that I should be an en- 
graver. My employers kept a schoolmaster for their 
apprentices, who were taught free on week evenings 
during their apprenticeship, so I had the benefit of 
this boon. I ought to say here that my great pleasure 
in life was shooting, so much so that it was suggested 
that I ought to be a gamekeeper, but my good mother 
would not hear of that, and indeed she often hid my 
gun, which put me in a terrible fix. 

In the year 1824, all the employees were turned 
adrift, the company at Ruthven-field being about to 
give up business. I went to Glasgow, got a situation, 
and had a heart as light as any fool God ever let liva 
My parents stayed at Perth. 

I was then twenty years old, and a member of the 
church to which my parents belonged, the United 
Session, at the little town of Methven : Mr. Jamieson 
was the minister. I took with me a certificate of 
membership, which I now possess. 

Before I left for Glasgow, my poor mother appeared 
much distressed and was very spiritless, though natu- 
rally of a cheerful disposition. I began to fear that 
her reason was failing, and named my thoughts to my 
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father, who said she was only distressed because I was 
leaving home. That I thought was very silly, because 
I considered it the best thing I could do. Dear 
mother ! you had thoughts to which I was quite a 
stranger; for while I thought only of freedom and 
independence, you were fearing the consequences of 
freedom and independence. 

On a cold morning in November, about five o'clock, 
three young men and I started on foot a sixty-four 
mile journey from Perth to Glasgow. On parting 
with my mother she followed me to the door, gave 
me a kiss, and said, " Aleck, as soon as you can keep 
a wife, get married." This I thought complete evi- 
dence to justify my fears before-mentioned. Thought- 
ful mothers, what say you ? 

I would now say something of my natural religion. 
It was common to me to go to the kirk with my 
parents, and so regular were they at the house of God 
that I do not remember their being absent The or- 
dinance of baptism was the first means of exercising 
my mind about the sprinkling of infants. In those 
days an infant of parents who were baptists, was put 
to nurse just near where we lived, and a little hand- 
some cradle accompanied the child. I much admired 
the cradle, and thought ours was a poor thing com- 
pared to it. I should then be about ten years old. 
I had some notion that the child must be different ta 
other children, and I asked my mother if that was so. 
She smiled, but said the child was not different. After 
a while she said, " There is something different though 
about the child, and it is this, that child's parents 
have withheld what we have bestowed upon you." 
"What is that, mother?" said I. She very calmly 
said, "That child has not been baptised" I was- 
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dumb with wonder, scorn, and contempt to think that 
the child's parents should be so neglectful. I could 
not master that case, and by and bye J said to my 
mother, that such parents should not have children. 
She replied to me that I need not be troubled about 
the child, as it was no worse for not being baptised. 
After a while I said, " If the child be no worse, am I 
any better for being baptised?" At this my dear 
mother smiled, and sometime after told me that I had 
quite puzzled her. 

At this time of my life I was compelled to read 
some portion of God's word, and on one occasion I 
asked mother to shew me where it said that children 
were baptised when Christ was here on earth. She 
said that when Christ was here, it was only those who 
confessed their belief who were baptised, but when 
those believers had children they were baptised ac- 
cording to God's word — " The promise is unto you and 
to your children." This satisfied me then, as my mother's 
words at that time were convincing to me. The wheels 
of time did not allow me to stop at ten years of age, 
and as I grew older, still reading to her betimes, my 
poor mother was compelled to hear what I read and 
my questions upon the same. On one occasion I 
was reading that very portion, before quoted — " The 
promise is unto you and to your children," &c. I re- 
membered that to be the scripture my mother had so 
convinced me with as regards infants' baptism, and 
my attention being fixed, I remarked that this promise 
is also to them that are afar off. I asked her to ex- 
plain more of the words, but she did not, and I knew 
not why at the time, but do now. Finding that she 
seemed shy, I read on for myself, and found that 
there was not a word about baptising children. I had 
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not then seen a Baptist, but felt sure they were right 
according to God's word. I thought I should like to 
see one, and being told where one lived, I went to 
look at him, but did not speak to him. When I told 
this at home, they had a good laugh at me. 

As time went on, it was considered right to propose 
me for church fellowship. This was done by my 
father, though we differed about baptism. I was told 
to think what I liked, but not to trouble my parents 
with my thoughts. One Lord's day morning, on going 
to the kirk, father said, " Aleck, do you not think of 
joining the kirk?" I was so stunned that I stood 
still on the road while father went on. I noticed two 
trees cut down, and from the stumps I observed young 
shoots springing, and this led me to think that there 
should be something new about a Christian. When 
I overtook my father he said, " But you are a Baptist, 
and I don't desire that you should be what we are 
against your will. You have a right to join any 
church you please." I made no reply, and the mat- 
ter dropped just then ; but mother was of different 
mettle, and she insisted upon being relieved from her 
baptismal vows, which could not be until I had freed 
her, by professing my faith in Christ and obedience 
to Him. I submitted, and offered myself as a candi- 
date for church fellowship. A quarter's training 
being the rule, I began in October and finished at 
the New Year. Nine of us made up the class, male 
and female. The last evening of the thirteen visits to 
the minister's house, which was three miles away, I 
had been shooting all the afternoon for a fat pig, and 
a lantern had to be placed to shine on the bull's-eye, 
so that we could finish. While at this work, a mes- 
senger came from my kind mother to ask if I had 
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forgotten my engagement with the minister. I had 
not forgotten, but preferred the sport to the examina- 
tion. This now seems awful to me, and indeed the 
whole system appears degrading, when one knows 
something of the teaching of God's word. How dis- 
honouring, then, must such a plan be to God ? When 
I got to the minister's house, most of my companions 
in tribulation were waiting. When called to the pri- 
vate interview upon the most important matter, viz.. 
The call by God and translation out of darkness into 
his marvellous light, some one whispered to me that 

Kate had been put back another quarter for 

killing a cat. Oh, I thought, if he finds out that I 
have been shooting for a pig, he will put me back a 
whole year. Even at that time my gun was hid in 
a coal-house, that I might shoot by moonlight on my 
way home. When before the minister, I was asked to 
kneel, and he engaged in prayer in the most solemn 
manner. I was moved by the earnest appeals of the 
sober-minded man. In a few minutes he said, " Alex- 
ander, you have answered all my questions in a proper 
manner, but did you ever feel any portion of God's 
word to be a comfort to your heart, as touching an- 
other world?" Now I was fast, for such an idea had 
never entered my head, let alone my heart. Placed 
as I was in a fix, I remembered he had preached 
thirteen sermons from the text, "Him that cometh 
unto me I will in no wise cast out," — John vi. 37 — 
and to free myself from the trouble, I repeated the 
said text. What a mercy it is that God is merciful to 
to our unrighteousness. I was glad when he gave me 
a token for the Lord's table. With' all this sad for- 
mality I do now truly believe that that man — John 
Jamieson — was a real Christian, lived a life of godli- 
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ness amongst men, and died in the faith. I went to 
the table of the Lord, feeling no contempt for God's 
ordinances, but with a natural reverence for what I 
had been taught, and in some way thought it was 
right But certainly I did not see things by faith, 
or in the light of God's countenance, though out of 
the Book of God I was taught the precepts of men. 

Returning now to the days of my removal from 
home. The first night after leaving home we slept 
at Stirling. Our feet were blistered and very sore. 
We were kindly treated. It was well-known where we 
came from, as some hundreds had come the same way 
to Glasgow before we set off. One of the girls paid 
me kind attention, by washing my feet and passing a 
needle and worsted thread through my blisters. I 
thanked her, and asked her why it was she was so 
kind to me ? She only said, " I dinna ken 1" This 
girl was a Highland lass, speaking only broken Eng- 
lish beside her dialect. Such kindness is not soon 
forgotten. 

We arrived at Glasgow, and parted company. I 
got work, and had one year and three months' free- 
dom from parental control. I had good wages, good 
health, light heart, and my aforesaid natural religion 
not much trouble to me. When I now look back to 
this time, I am more than astonished, and I must 
acknowledge that God kept me, when I did not care 
to keep myself. Were I to relate all that I passed 
through, or what passed by me, it would astonish you. 
I was at this time a vain and foolish fellow, mixed up 
with many things, the song and the dance, made 
smart with curled hair and fine slippers, albeit my 
good minister's certificate was at that time in my 
trunk. About this time I remember one occasion^ 
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when we had j^^y to spend on what in Lancashire are 
called "footings," — occasions when apprentice lads 
begin or end their term, and when it is expected that 
a certain sum will be given by each, and the whole is 
then spent mostly at a public house in eating and 
drinking. On the afternoon of this day I had a match 
on, — a race on the ice. After the race the ice gave 
way, and I went down out of sight, and was thought 
to be drowned. The rest managed to clear. After a 
while, two young men sighted me struggling with the 
ice, and they got a rope, threw it to me, but it went 
wide. I saw this, and called to them to throw it over 
my shoulder, which they did. I then made it firm 
about me, and called, "pull away now," and so got safely 
to land. I had then no thankfulness for my deliver- 
ance, but after a time of rest and refreshment I was 
ready for a dance, and went with my partner, who not 
long since was lamenting my death. See the deliver- 
ing hand of Providence, and how " He is kind even to 
the unthankful." These are some of the things where- 
of, Paul says, we are now ashamed. 

About this time I was proud to possess a valuable 
dog. I must, however, know its worth by trial, and 
so took it to a badger bait, and lay on a barn floor 
about two hours, until my turn came. Some sixty 
dogs were run at various animals that day, mine 
amongst the rest I was satisfied with my dog's work 
in that line. After this was over, a ring was made 
for a dog fight, and various fights went on till dusk. 
This was my human life's pleasure at that time. 
That night I slept like a top, and had not a troubled 
conscience, but was quite proud of my four-legged 
deity. 

One very different instance I desire to relate now. 
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In, I think, 1825, I was one night in my bedroom, 
and the thought of dying took possession of me, and 
I felt that should I die now I should be lost. This 
pressed me very hard. I knew the word repent, and 
thought I should like to repent, but knew not how. 
I threw myself on the bed, and in my way prayed that 
God would not send me to hell. I was in earnest, and 
sobbed my tears, but the thought left me. I always heard 
some one preach on the Sabbath, and amongst others 
I heard the great Dr. Chalmers of Edinburgh, a mighty 
orator, but nothing that I heard impressed me for good, 
and all the above feelings passed away. 

The company I served, John MacGregor and Sons, 
of Kelness Hough, stopped work. I returned to 
Perth, and wishing to appear smart, walked about 
forty miles of the journey in a new pair of boots. 
When I took these boots off, some portion of my skin 
came with them. I then thought of the kind Highland 
lassie, but I was at home, so all was right for me. I 
had, however, now no companion, and wishing for 
one I looked about, but soon found more than I wished 
for, and therefore made a choice. Vile and low per- 
sons I never admired, and had no liking for drunkards, 
whom I thought not fit for society. I was naturally 
gay, and sometimes merry, but never half drunk. 
When at Glasgow, I did not make use of my church 
certificate; on that subject I was at the time quite 
content. My parents at this time wished me to give 
up my business of engraver, but I could not consent, 
as I thought it was throwing away the time I had spent 
in learning. Walking one day on the North Inch, I 
heard the sound of a gun. I made off and found a 
man trying a gun for a gentleman. I thought him an 
excellent shot, and after the trial I made myself known 
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to him, as being fond of the gun. This man was after- 
wards my companion whilst in Perth. I was now within 
six miles of my birth-place, which I often visited. I 
had nothing to do, a good home, indulgent parents, 
but myself careless and graceless. I passed my time 
in vanity with my new companion. He was a good 
shot — the best I had seen, and we had good practice 
on the North Inch. My fond mother found me pocket 
money privately. It is astonishing what some mothers 
will do in this way. I have known mothers who have 
ruined their sons by this fondness wrongly exercised. 

My companion and I longed for the 12th of August. 
We were within twenty miles of good moors. In those 
days the gentlemen went to the hill moors for about 
fourteen days only, and seldom went again the same 
season, so that the grouse were not protected as now. 
I mustered a license, and by the end of August we 
were in good practice. But time went on, and I could 
not live always in this revelling happy state ; my cir- 
cumstances would not allow. It was determined that 
I should go to Lancashire to complete my apprentice- 
ship. During the above time, I had not seen nor 
wished to see my old minister, Mr. Jamieson. It 
became known that I was leaving for Lancashire, 
One day, walking along the Crief-road from Perth, I 
met Mr. Jamieson, and I should have been glad if I 
could have escaped him; but he came forward and 
smiled, gave me his hand, chatted in a kindly way and 
said, "Alexander, I hear you are going to England. 
How came it that I did not get back the certificate I 
gave you ? " (I should explain that when a certificate 
is presented to a minister he returns it to the one who 
gave it, so that a church member leaving a town can 
be found where he is by this practice.) I told him that 



2o6 MEMOIR. 

the last firm I was with were not likely to last long, so 
I had not presented it He said "that is all right, 
but you will now require another certificate," when I 
replied that I had asked Mr. Pringle's elders for one. 
He now looked at me in the most solemn manner, 
and said, " I have a favour to ask before we part" I 
think I could have promised anything just then to get 
away, for I was sweating all over. I said I should be 
glad to serve him in any way I could. He said, " The 
favour I ask of you is, to read your Bible ; you know 
not what God has for you to do. You are a child of 
many prayers ; you know not what God has for you to 
do. Read your Bible." I felt I should drop to the 
earth, and wished he would be going. The above 
words never left me for long together : I was ever 
puzzled about them, but they sank into my heart 
When I recovered a little, I said to myself, that is just 
like him — all Bible and Kirk. But I could not put 
away his words, they would often come and go. In the 
month of June in the same year (1826) sitting in a 
small chamber, I had a most strange and affecting 
sense of the sufferings of Christ for sin, though I dare 
not say for my sins. I was completely overwhelmed, 
and wept bitterly. I was a considerable time before I 
could recover from it. It came jipou me again and 
again, until I felt exhausted and feeble. I cannot for- 
get it, but still am not able to attach that worth to it 
that I should like. I highly esteem it, and will not 
let it go. At this time I knew nothing of the " new 
man " and the " old " in a gospel way, or under the 
teaching of the ministry ; and yet I dare not say that 
I was "dead in sin." Surely "God brings the blind 
by a way they know not." 
The time now came for me to leave home again. 
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My companion and I often talked over happy times 
with the gun, now that we were to part, and we re- 
solved upon a last sally on a pheasant-roosting moor. 
This we carried out one night in November. We had 
watched the birds roost for several nights, and on this 
night we fastened the old gamekeeper in his house 
and set to work. In about thirty minutes we bagged 
twenty-three pheasants and left the place. The fol- 
lowing morning we had the pleasure of seeing the 
gamekeeper with the bellman, offering ;^io reward. 
I was close beside him. Paul says of some, "And 
such were some of you, but ye are washed, but ye are 
sanctified," &c. What cannot our Lord do ? 

Another branch of sport I was fond of was the kill- 
ing of salmon in November and December, when 
they visit the rivers for spawning. Four are required 
for the work : two to spear, one to hold the torch- 
light, and the other to carry. To people not ac- 
quainted with these times and seasons, some of the 
things told will seem incredible, but many are possi- 
ble. The present value of salmon was not known 
then. I also took delight in fishing with the rod in 
the river Tay. The fishing was my pleasure before I 
left home the first time. 

The day came for gie to leave Perth for England. 
I spent the first night at Auchterarder, the second at 
Stirling, and the third in Glasgow. I was in good 
spirits, without much fear or trouble of any kind. We 
sailed from Glasgow. The captain and I got friends, 
and I was sorry to part from him at Liverpool, where 
I stayed one night, and then took coach for Preston, 
where I arrived in the evening. 

I stayed at the " Legs of Man " hotel. After sup- 
per, I asked the landlord to spend half an hour with 
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me, and he kindly consented. I told him where I 
was going, and what trade I followed. I soon found 
that he took an interest in me, he also being a Scotch- 
man. He began to tell me some of the customs of 
some Lancashire people, such as their drinking bouts, 
and their manner of fighting, kicking, &c. This made 
me to be thoughtful, and I concluded that I had 
better keep aloof from such company. My new 
friend related many things which perplexed me, and 
I became anxious. I began to think of father and 
mother's advice and prayers, and my conduct in 
slighting the same. I thought, if God leaves me, I 
am lost I knew I had been careless of his honour, 
and I felt very fearful. I thought of hell and then 
of heaven, and though I had a certificate of church 
membership, I did not see that I could expect to go 
to heaven. God's holy law condemned me. I went 
to bed, but not to sleep. I tried to pray, but could 
not. It was November, and a dark time too for my 
soul, but between six and seven in the morning I 
heard a voice saying, "Commit thy way unto the 
Lord, trust also in him, and he shall bring it to pass." 
This I heard most distinctly. I got up and said, 
"What do you want?" feeling that some one had 
spoken to me. I got no reply, but waiting anxiously, 
the words were again given to me, but this time with- 
in me, " Commit thy way unto the Lord," &c. My 
fears were now removed, my heart was warmed, and 
I felt that my whole soul and body too were filled 
with a glorious something which I cannot well des- 
cribe. That was the strangest thing that had hap- 
pened unto me up to this time, but that I felt all this 
no power can now disprove. I rose early in the 
morning, and walked past the Old Church at Preston. 
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I sang, "The Lord is my Shepherd." I was up to 
this time ignorant of the ways of God with men. I 
believed in a Supreme Being, as I had been taught, 
but of the Spirit's work upon the heart, I do not think 
that I had heard of such a thing. 

Being partly engaged before I left home, I was soon 
at work at Foxhill-bank, near Accrington, where I 
served my time out, and engaged for twelve months 
as journeyman. Here I learned ways I had not 
before known, and I found myself acquiring the Lan- 
cashire dialect. I also found at this time the cares 
of the world beginning to touch me. I found man- 
kind capable of using deceit against me, and many 
things I went through astonished me. I felt I was a 
fool, and I was certainly ignorant of many things 
that others about me were familiar with, and I was of 
course laughed at. I now think that God preserved 
me through that time. 

At this place I saw a young woman I thought I 

loved, and in time asked her to be my wife. Her 

parents objected, and behaved somewhat unkindly to 

me, but they afterwards regretted their conduct We 

were however married at the Manchester Old Church 

(now Cathedral) on the 6th day of October, 1828, and 

my wife proved a gift from the Lord No man ever 

had a better wife, and after bearing six sons and six 

daughters, she died in the faith of the Lord Jesus on 

the 14th January, 1865, aged fifty-five years. Though, 

as I have said, cares and troubles began to press upon 

me at this place, I did not think to commit my way 

unto the Lord, but tried to do my best honestly. At 

Accrington I became acquainted with Mr. Harbottle, 

a Baptist minister, a kind man, and I now think a 

good man, but I also think he was not quite clear on 
o 
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the doctrines of grace. From Accrington I removed 
to Lower House, near Burnley, in 1830, in the April 
of which year my first son was bom. I began to feel 
at this time that the world would not last for ever, 
and that it had to be burnt up. I certainly knew that 
from a child, but now began to feel it One Saturday 
evening, after a day's shooting, the keeper and I were 
going along, when these words came to me, " What 
will ye do in the end thereof?" I tried to put them 
away, but they became all the stronger, and I was 
disposed to argue the matter, saying, I am not going 
to talk about that yet The end is a long way off ; 
so I disposed of the case in that summary way. But 
the words came again the following morning, and 
again, till they became a burden I could not bear. I 
had not then a concordance, but I thought it was 
Scripture. Ever after, when I went shooting, which 
I mostly did on Saturdays in the summer, the words 
were with me, and often on my tongue, so that my 
pleasure was marred. At this time I was called a 
Calvinist, and I saw the truth of believers' baptism, 
as all Bible readers do, but I was a stranger to divine 
faith. I sang at concerts and oratorios, and was one 
of the foremost to keep up the song. But despite all 
my resolves to hold the major key, I was forced, 
against my indomitable will, to take the minor. All 
my friends wondered what was the matter. I had 
told no one anything ; indeed I did not know what 
to telL I was observed and commented upon, but 
knew nothing of people's opinions. 

The law of God now began to make sad work with 
me, and this I thought very strange, as all these things 
I had been taught from my youth up, and could re- 
peat the commandments with ease. But I felt that 
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now these commands were pressing me very hard, and 
that the law of God required a complete fulfilment, 
indeed Paul's words, " The commandment came and 
I died," were fulfilled in my case. 

I was pressed to attend a gentlemen's concert, and 
the friend who asked me knew more about me than I 
knew of myself, as he afterwards told me. I sang, 
but with no comfort, and I felt my singing to be in- 
sipid and tasteless. That night I resolved to leave 
that part of the country and to take a situation where 
I was unknown. I wished to be properly religious, 
but I felt it was no use beginning where I was known, 
so I wrote to Scotland and got a situation. I passed 
through Manchester on the Tuesday evening, and I 
went to hear Mr. Wm, Gadsby preach. His text was, 
"Say unto the cities of Judah, Behold your God." — 
Isaiah xl. 9. I remember nothing of his sermon, but 
the text sank into my very heart and remained there. 
I went to Liverpool in the morning, and slept at 
the house of a friend, a deacon of a Baptist Chapel 
there. 

The following day I sailed in the " City of Glas- 
gow " steamship, and this proved her last voyage, as 
she was wrecked before we reached Greenock. The 
night (November, 1832) was a most dismal one — a 
storm broke upon us. The setting sun was most 
beautiful, and was admired by all on board ; but it had 
not gone doivn above half an hour when we began to 
hear far distant thunder, and intense darkness set in. 
Lightning then began to flash, and we seemed en- 
veloped m a great whirlpool, the sea roaring wildly, 
and altogether the scene was very fearful. When the 
hatches were put doivn, the screaming of the affrighted 
passengers was terrible. I £tnd some others were on 
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deck, and the horror that passed through my soul I 
cannot depict, but it was moved away by those sweet 
words, " Say unto the cities of Judah, Behold your 
God." I said, without reflection, Lord, what does 
it mean? No more satisfaction was obtained, but 
the words stayed with me all night, and a dismal night 
it was. I thought if the Almighty would but only 
cast me on a rock, (and I knew He could,) I should 
be thankful 

The old ship went beneath the waves many times, 
but rose again, and now and again we could hear the 
roar of the thunder above the noise of the sea. The 
storm abated and then increased. Our guns were 
fired while the powder was dry, but that was not for 
long. The storm lasted all night, but at daybreak 
the sea became calm, and the poor old ship was then 
seen to have been cleared of her deck fittings, &c. 
We had neither sails nor steam, and were drifting 
about till evening, when two steamers in search of us 
towed us, a complete wreck, to Greenock. As soon 
as we could speak to each other, I said, " Captain, 
we have had a terrible night." He replied, " I have 
been at sea thirty-two years, and I never saw the like 
before ; nothing but Almighty God has preserved us."^ 
The calm way in which he spoke caused me to think 
he feared God. 

Many times during the night of that storm I 
thought, What if I should open my eyes in hell ! but 
"Say unto the cities of Judah, Behold your God," 
was often springing up within me. 

I got to the end of my journey, and began work 
at the very place where I served my apprenticeship. 
The first day I had a polite note firom the manager 
to take supper and spend the evening. How could I 
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Tcfuse — it was not in my nature. I went, and found 
myself amidst a most respectable company, amongst 
whom were some professional musicians, but there 
was not a good vocalist, so I soon found that I had 
to sing the most. There were other similar parties 
to which I was invited, but I could not go to all. I 
have said that I returned to Scotland to get away from 
my associates that I might become religious, and here 
I was no sooner clear of one lot than I found myself 
willing to join others. God's holy law did not now 
trouble me, and at the end of the month I found my- 
self a worse man than when I left Lancashire. I 
resolved to return, so told my kind employer my pur- 
pose. He urged me to stay, but I had determined 
to go. I took the coach at Perth to Edinburgh on 
the Saturday. The same evening I left for Manches- 
ter, where I arrived on Monday, almost frozen stiff. 
I had some refreshment and went to bed two hours, 
at the White Horse, Hanging Ditch. I then took the 
coach to Accrington, where I slept the night, and was 
50on after at work in my old situation, with Messrs. 
John Dugdale & Brothers, Lower House, near Burn- 
ley. I again found my pleasure in the fields amongst 
Lord Towneley's rabbits, and was not much troubled 
in my mind, but when I wished to be heart and soul 
in pleasure, God's law would throw some of its de- 
mands in my face and quite mar my pleasure. One 
afternoon, when alone resting in the wood, I felt that 
if I knew what to do I would do it, but I did not 
know what I ought to do. I felt quite certain there 
was nothing wrong in shooting rabbits and game of 
any kind. How easy to apologize for the things we 
are fond of, but " What will ye do in the end thereof? " 
kept sticking in my throat, and I could neither swal- 
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low it nor get without it. I was led to think that I 
wasted valuable time, and did not read my Bible 
enough. I set to work to make amends, and I got 
a concordance. Whilst thus engaged, the words 
" Say unto the cities of Judah, Behold your God,'* 
were again impressed upon me. I thought the cities 
of Judah were the Churches of the world, and that 
the Prophet was commanding that they should be 
preached to, but I also felt more than I dare speak 
about. About that time I was advised to go to Ros- 
sendale to hear a preacher, which I did ; and many 
a long walk have I had to Ring's Row since, to hear 
that man. I never got anything good from him, but 
I thought he was sincere. 

I knew Mr. Harbottle, of Accrington, and Mr. 
Griffiths, of Burnley, but I did not think they could 
do me any good I found that the Law which so 
condemned me, they preached as a rule to live by, 
whereas I felt condemned in thought, word, and look. 
I got Mr. Griffiths to preach at my house, but we 
soon h^d a different opinion about Law and Gospel, 
though I cannot say now how I took my stand. I 
felt sure the Law could not save me, because I felt 
its condemning power. I had little knowledge of the 
different sects, and thought the distinction was mostly 
about the mode of baptism and the choice of minister. 
My eyes began to be opened on this subject, and as 
my reading increased, my past notions of salvation were 
scattered to the winds. I knew the Lord Jesus Christ 
to be the alone Saviour, but what to do with God's law 
I did not know, because of the words, " Cursed is every 
one that continueth not in all things written in the book 
of the law to do them." 

I thought the preacher at Ring's Row might do me 
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some good, and I left Lower House and went to Sunny- 
side, Rossendale, to work. I took a house next door 
to the minister, who was then supplying at Red Cross 
Street Chapel, London. When he returned, he brought 
back with him an invitation to become the pastor at 
Red Cross Street, which he accepted My plans 
were upset, as I had thought I should learn something 
by living next door to the minister, instead of which I 
had an empty house. 

From being married till that time I had a form of 
prayer each night before retiring. I began to think I 
was mocking God, as I had read what the prayers of 
the wicked were in God's sight. I gave it up, for I 
felt that God might strike me dead. Without saying 
anything to my wife, I went upstairs, but she called 
out, " Surely you are not going to bed in that way ; 
you have not made prayer ! " I felt like a thief caught 
in the act. What passed between us I need not relate. 
It is to me now both painful and pleasant betimes. 
For a long time I ceased to pray in this manner, but 
I did cry to God in private. August (1833) was ap- 
proaching, and with it my expectations of the shooting 
which, in my state of mind, were very troublesome. 
I thought, are all who shoot damned ? What about 
the gamekeepers: are they all lost? And thus I 
tried to excuse myself in the thing that so beset me. 

About that time I sang my last in public, at the 
Old Church, Haslingden. At the conclusion, I sang 
that fine old hymn of Martin Luther's, — 

" Great God, what do I see and hear, 
The end of things created," &c. 

I felt a little of what Habakkuk says, " My belly trem- 
bled, my lips quivered, rottenness entered into my 
bones, and I trembled in myself." I was glad to get 
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out of the place alive. Two much valued friends 
knew what ailed me, I believe, and watched over me 
in a quiet way. They lived to hear the stammerer 
speak some of the mysteries of the Son of God. 

On the nth of August, I got a hymn book,, and it 
proved to be a most wonderful book to me. On the 
1 2th, the young squire asked me to get him a brace 
of grouse, and in the evening I went to the moor for 
that purpose, and beside my dog and gun I took the 
new hymn book. I sat down to read, and opened the 
book at h)nnn 238, which begins, — 



"With melting heart and weeping eyes 
My guilty soul for mercy cries ; 
What shall I do, or whither flee, 
To escape the vengeance due to me?" 

When I came to the third verse, — 

"But when, great God, thy light divine 
Had shone on this dark soul of mine, 
Then I beheld with trembling awe 
The terrors of thy holy law." 

I cannot describe the new things that opened up to 
me j my mind was empowered to look at, take hold 
of, and remember, in a new light, things I had long 
known, without any application of their truths. 

Darkness coming on, I had to leave the grouse for 
another day. 

The more I read of the hymn book (Gadsby's) the 
more I was surprised. 

The next evening I went again for the grouse, and 
as I lifted my gun to my shoulder, I felt as if I saw 
down the barrels, between me and the birds, " Cursed 
is every one that continueth not in all things written 
in the book of the law to do them." — GaL iiL 10. The 
words seemed words of fire to me. After re-loading, 
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I picked up the bird, and said, " Poor thing, you are 
dead and done with, but if I should die now, I shall 
be damned." I returned home to find my poor 
wife distracted about me. I tried to soothe her, 
and told her about the hymn book, what a wonderful 
book it was. 

In January, 1834, I removed to Manchester. I 
then went to hear Mr. Gadsby. Much was said about 
him, and I continued to go to hear him. I had no 
settled opinion at that time of his preaching, but there 
was something that drew me. I thought he preached 
what I had been taught, except the mode of baptism. 
He visited London for six weeks, and the supplies I 
heard in his absence were Mr. Warburton, Mr. Tip- 
taft, and Mr. Hitchcock. The latter was a hard 
preacher, that is, he insisted much on the awful jus- 
tice of God. I was then a trembler, and his ministry 
added greatly to my fears. I felt one morning that I 
could not walk home. In the evening, however, he 
somewhat relieved me by the way in which he spoke 
of the " vessels of mercy afore prepared unto glory." 

My health now began to decline, and I seemed 
doomed to be a victim to that fell disease that carries 
so many away in this country. I told Mr. Gadsby of 
my condition of mind and body. I was truly at my 
wits end and in real distress of soul, feeling myself to 
be a lost and undone sinner. WhDst in this misery, 
Mr. Gadsby in his prayer implored the Almighty to 
help any such character as I then was, and I felt the 
stream of God's mercy coming to me in warm, eternal 
love, — " Who forgiveth all thine iniquities, who heal- 
eth all thy diseases," &c. I had not time to say 
words, but burst out in song, " Bless the Lord, O my 
soul." I said to myself I'll sing if I die. I soon 
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found I was observed, so I sat down. as quietly as I 
could, when the following words burst from me, " Who 
is a God like unto thee, that pardoneth iniquity, and 
passeth by the transgression of the remnant of his 
heritage?" — Micah vii. i8. I felt there was not one 
unpardoned sin in my soul, wave after wave of bless- 
ing rolled over my spirit, and I felt redemption and 
salvation to be mine. What Mr. Gadsby said in his 
sermon or what text he preached from I knew no more 
than the absentee. I indeed rejoiced in Christ Jesus. 
I thought this indeed is, being born again. Yes, 
thank God for ever and ever. What I then experienced 
I cannot tell, neither can it be imagined by any. 

In consequence of my declining health I removed 
to the neighbourhood of Accrington, where I was 
well-known by worldly friends. I set my mind on a 
little cottage with a garden to it. In my earnestness, 
I said if God would let me have that little cottage to 
live and die in, I would ask no more on earth. To 
my astonishment, when I was looking for a house the 
said cottage was empty, so I took it, lived years in it, 
and many blessed prayer meetings and preachings 
have we had in it. My little cot became a centre for 
prayer and worship. My old friends looked on with 
amazement, but were dumb before God. I grew in 
grace, despite all who silently wished me brought 
back to my senses. 

From this little cottage I walked to Blackburn 
every Lord's day morning, mostly in company with 
one or more dear friends of that time, whom I consider 
to have been the best divines I ever met with, and I 
have met, not a few, excellent ones, both in person 
and in books. My friends referred to were John 
Bury, Joseph Hanson, Robert Hindle, James Duck- 
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worth, and some others. At Blackburn I was baptized 
in the name of the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, a 
believing sinner hoping for mercy through the blood 
of the Lamb. Before being baptized and received 
into the Church I related my experience in a short, 
simple and truthful way. I did not know what was 
expected of candidates, so untutored was I at the 
time. What I said was well received ; but just then 
I was unmindful of others, for I seemed to be living 
above all human law or rule. The above-named 
friends took me by the hand, led me into all truth 
known by them and tried me in all ways. I learned 
by every correction, and God blessed their instruction. 
Though I did not know it at the time, I feel that they 
were carrying out what Paul enjoins Timothy to do — 
"The same commit thou to faithful men," &c At 
this point our Churches are at fault. I state it 
fearlessly. I had not then told my friends much of 
what I had experienced of the "Cities of Judah" 
before referred too, but they found me out, and pressed 
me to try to speak in the Lord's name. I promised, 
and the day was fixed a month before the time. 

I did not tell my wife, but some one else did, and 
on the Friday afternoon before the appointed Sunday 
she met me with a very angry look, and said, " Are 
not you going to preach at Blackburn on Sunday ? " 
I tried to evade the question, but her indignation 
increased so much that she lost all control, and finally 
threw the tea-pot at me, and left me. This was hard 
to bear, but I was enabled to keep outwardly calm. 
After a while I went in search of her in the house, and 
found her lying on the bed in tears, feeling sorry for 
what she had done. Some readers might think that 
this household circumstance should not be brought 
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out, but, as it afterwards proved, it was the beginning 
of a work of grace upon the heart, and the end of that 
work has been already referred to, even the salvation 
of her soul. 

I preached my first sermon at Blackburn in great 
anxiety. I took for a text " But we will not boast of 
things without our measure, but according to the 
measure of the rule which God hath distributed to us, 
a measure to reach even unto you.*' — 2nd Cor. x. 13. 
I spoke for about twenty minutes. I was often asked 
to preach, but it was not, after this first attempt, till 
the July of 1837 that I obtained strength of heart to 
try again, and then it was in much weakness. 

Feeling it to be a long walk to Blackburn we began 
to think and wonder whether we could not form a 
church at Accrington, where there was not any preach- 
ing that suited us. This was in 1835. Our minds 
brooded over the matter warmly, but tenderly, as we 
felt that the Blackburn Church must suffer if we left 
them. We, however, resolved to name the matter to 
the minister of the church, after making known our 
requests to the Lord. When the subject came before 
the Church there was silence for a considerable time, 
which was broken at last by the old deacon, brother 
Miller, who said it was a reasonable thing we were 
asking. The question was well considered at several 
church meetings, and in the end it was resolved that 
the friends in the neighbourhood of Accrington would 
do right in attempting to plant a church there. 

We, therefore, began to look out for a place, a large 
room, a chapel not being thought of then. Our 
prayers went up to God and our minds were known 
amongst men. We tried diligently to get a place, but 
for a long time were not successful, till at last there 
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seemed to be an opening. We found a large upper 
room occupied by a widow, and we suggested to her 
that if she would remove to another dwelling we would 
pay her expenses and give her money besides. She 
agreed to our terms, and we were beginning to think 
all was right, but when the time came for her to 
remove she would not go. She said she had been 
told that we were a sad lot, and she had been advised 
not to let her room to us. This we were told on the 
Saturday night, and we were very discomfited. Some 
said it was evident the Lord was not with us. We 
were together in the street opposite the Old Church 
gates, and a gentleman passing observed Mr. Bury, 
and called out, " Oh, Biuy, what are you doing here ? 
but I see, you are all one sort." After a few remarks, 
Mr. Bury said, " If I must tell you what we are here at 
this time of night for — Chadwick, we are looking for a 
place to worship in, where we may bring the truth into 
Accrington." "Oh, indeed ! that's like you ; no truth 
but what you bring. Well," said Mr. Chadwick, "if 
you will come with me, I will find you a place in ten 
minutes." (We ought to say that Mr. Bury and Mr. 
Chadwick had known each other from their youth.) 

Mr. Bury looked at us, and said, "What do you say ?" 
We replied. Go, and in about quarter of an hour 
he returned and said he had taken a nice little chapel. 
In this chapel we enjoyed a preached gospel many 
years. We knew the place was to let, but up to 
this dare not think of such a venture. 

These things may appear small to some, but small 
things have their meaning. 

We opened our new chapel in 1836, and we had a 
minister whom I loved as I had never loved a 
man before. 
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The work of the ministry was now growing upon 
me every day, and in the following year the church 
desired me to preach before them, which I did, in our 
minister's house, but in his absence. In a few weeks 
I was again asked to preach in a similar way, this 
time in the house of a member of the church — Joseph 
Pimlott I took for a text, "And the daughter of 
Zion is left as a cottage in a vineyard, as a lodge in a 
garden of cucumbers, as a besieged city." — Isaiah L 8. 

The church now gave me authority to speak in the 
Lord's name wherever I might be invited. This was 
2l strange time to me ; I felt as if I had not a will 
of my own, but was quite passive.' I was indeed 
humbled, but hopeful. I felt it was right, though 
I could not see how the thing was to be done. My 
prayer was, " Lord, hold thou me up and teach me out 
of thy law ; be my light and my strength." The brethren 
saw my state of mind and seemed wishful to carry me 
over all the things I feared. 

If ever a poor mortal had Zion's prayers I had 
at that time. 

I now began to find many portions of God's word 
crowd upon my mind, scriptures that had been with 
me before, but to which I had paid only passing 
attention as I did not understand them, though they 
made their mark. Now they returned with immediate 
effect and told me what to do. The portions were 
mainly " Say to them that are of a fearful heart be 
strong," &c, "Take up the stumbling-blocks out of 
the way of my people," and that chief scripture so 
often alluded to, "Say unto the cities of Judah, 
Behold your God." 

It would be impossible now to give all the portions 
of God's word that then fell powerfully upon my mind 
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and heart, but "the ilame of the Lord is a strong 
tower : the righteous runneth into it, and is safe," also 
" Ho, every one that thirsteth, come ye to the waters," 
were much impressed upon me, showing now the 
purpose for which they were sent. 

I received an invitation to preach at Sabden, where 
there was a church formed, but they had no place of 
worship. They met in each other's houses. I promised 
to go, but when the time came I felt so loaded with 
anxiety and responsibility that I felt I could not go, 
though I left home for that purpose. 

It was a fine summer's morning, but I was so 
oppressed that I laid down under the hedge on Moor 
Head Fields, just above Accrington, and there stayed 
till all the places of worship had commenced their 
services. I then went back to Accrington in great 
horror of mind. On my way I passed a place of 
worship, the old Methodist chapel, and I went in. 
Behind the minister, on the wall, these words were 
written, "Take heed how ye hear." I said, "I will," 
and to my thinking, both then and now, I never heard 
a man make so many errors in preaching in all my 
life. To finish with, he said, " The Lord Jesus was 
standing holding off the stroke of divine justice to see 
if you will come. If you will not, he will remove his 
love and mercy, and the stroke of justice will damn 
you for ever. Now only is the accepted time." 

This poor man was sweating and broiling like a 
lunatic striving to get loose from chains. I cannot 
forget that morning. What with my own side of the 
subject, and that poor man in the pulpit, it was a 
dreadful time to me. I must say though that I never 
before saw so clearly man's plan of salvation, in dis- 
tinction to God's, as I did that morning. 
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The following week was a very trying one to me. 
Sunday came round again, and this time the friends 
sent an escort, who saw me safe to Sabden. 

I was in much trouble of mind all the way, and my 
prayers and my tears were the outcome of my feelings. 

We. met Mr. Thornber (who died at Bedford) on 
his way to Accrington. He was a fine, big man, who 
wore a cloak with tassels hanging. As we came near 
to him, my heart sank within me, and I could scarcely 
look at him. Putting his hand on my shoulder he 
said, " He must increase, but I must decrease." We 
parted. I know not how. 

I had a text on my mind, such an one as I have 
seldom dared to touch since, " Great is the mystery of 
godliness : God was manifest in the flesh, justified in 
the Spirit, seen of angels, preached unto the Gentiles, 
believed on in the world, received up into glory." — 
I Tim. iii. i6. 

I used foolisly to say, in the days of my ignorance, 
if I am to be a preacher I should like to be a good 
one. Well, I had a good text, whatever sort of a 
sermon I preached, and that text, now in my old age 
(eighty-one), I can say has served me in some way in 
almost all my sermons I have preached, and it is not 
exhausted yet I knew I had not spoiled the text^ 
though I made but little of it as I then thought, in my 
small sermon. 

In the afternoon T preached from these words, 
" For with my staff I passed over this Jordan ; and now 
I am become two bands." — Gen. xxxii. lo. I felt I 
was strangely helped, enjoyed what I said, and well 
understood my own view of the matter. The people 
appeared to have heard to profit, for the whole church 
accompanied me part way home, and the same persons 
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who came for me in the morning brought me back at 
night. 

When I retired to rest my sleep was sweet to me. 

I went on the Sunday following to Ring's Row, and 
the people there received me kindly, but I got away 
as soon as I could, not caring to be spoken to by 
the friends. 

I preferred to dine with my old friend, George 
Hudson, though he lived some distance away. He it 
was who built the little chapel at Goodshawfold, then 
and now used for worship by those who love the truth. 

In course of time I preached for the friends at 
Accrington. We had for stated minister Mr. Hatton, 
who came from Macclesfield. He was father to the 
Mr. Hatton who was recently the editor of the 
" Gospel Standard." 

My visits to Ring's Row were now frequent, and 
when I had been some four times my mind was dis- 
turbed by the thought that I had been taking the poor 
people's money, when I was able to make at my trade 
more in a week than they possibly made all together. 
I thought, is this preaching a free gospel ? I found 
myself pronouncing my own guilt. I felt I would 
not have my conscience troubled with this matter, 
and I determined to return the money, so on a 
Monday morning I went to Ring's Row, taking my 
oldest son with me. I called on the deacon, friend 
Atkinson, and told him I had brought the money 
back, as I had been upset in my mind. I also said, 
" You must not expect me again, for I shall not come. 
I have suffered enough." He at once called his wife, 
and told her to send old Betty, at the same time 
saying, "Aleck says he won't come again." When 

Betty came, she took me by the coat breast, and 
p 
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looking me straight in the face, she said, " God bless 
thee, Aleck. See, see, I have been twelve years in 
bondage and soul trouble about my salvation, and 
while you were preaching yesterday afternoon about a 
precious Christ, he was made precious to me." After 
that I was broken down, and promised to come again 
the next Sabbath. 

Some time after this I met a person, who stopped 
me and said, " Aleck, are you going to preach ? " I 
replied, " I can scarcely call it preaching, but I do 
speak a little." He said, " You have begun among the 
wrong sort. It will not last long. Nobody suits them 
long." I replied, " I shall not try to suit them." Then 
he said, "You will soon have to give up." "Well," 
I replied, " I must leave that ; but I shall never try to 
suit anybody with my preaching." 

This conversation moved me a little, and set me 
thinking. I watched the people's ways; but their 
attachment increased, and their love abounded more 
and more. I had been pressed to go amongst them, 
and I was feeling that I loved the people. Portions 
of God's word rested on my mind then, and do now ; 
and often have my sermons been brought to a close 
when I felt the absence of the power of the Spirit, by 
those Scriptures, " Keep thy foot when thou goest to 
the house of God, and be more ready to hear than to 
give the sacrifice of fools, for they consider not that 
they do evil. Be not rash with thy mouth, and let 
not thine heart be hasty to utter any thing before God ; 
for God is in heaven, and thou upon earth; therefore 
let thy words be few." Ecc v. i, 2. 

They knew that I was fully employed all the week, 
and that I had to leave home early on Sunday morn- 
ing to be in time for worship; and one dear man. 
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^George Hudson) now in glory, came often to meet 
me with a horse, on which I rode, while he walked 
beside me. This man knew me in degenerate days, 
and could the better see the change wrought in me by 
God's grace. They continued to send this horse for 
me about twelve months, when they put their moneys 
together and bought me a horse, saddle and bridle, 
and sent them to me. They also paid me for the 
horse's keep, so long as I continued to go. Many 
blessed seasons, and many conflicts, too, have I had 
on that horse's back. 

After this they gave me a call to become their 
pastor, which I did not feel I could entertain. I had 
a large growing family, and I now feel that the dear 
Lord kept me in the right track. 

I had at this time much communion with the Lord, 
or as the Scripture saith, fellowship. "Truly, our 
fellowship is with the Father and with His Son, Jesus 
Christ." I John I 3. 

I supplied other pulpits at times, and I saw some- 
thing of the state of the churches. I was asked to 
Blackburn, Rochdale, and Manchester. To go to any 
one of these places was a trial, but especially Man- 
chester. 

I remember on one occasion at Manchester I was 
constrained to remark that all God's people had their 
trials, but I had a great one, for I felt that I had Mr. 
Gadsby on my back, and could not get him off. How- 
ever, the Lord helped me, and I forgot that dear 
servant of Christ 

The time came when the Accrington people were 
without minister, and as they said they had a claim 
on me, my services were divided between that place 
and Ring's Row, though I dare but say that the warm 
side of my heart was at Ring's Row. 
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The church at Accrington after this gave me a call 
to be their minister, and they seemed determined that 
I should be with them. Two of the deacons already 
named waited upon me and said they would not accept 
my refusal, unless I could give some Scripture reason 
for the same. 

I felt I was their debtor in such ways as God can 
only know ; but I felt also that I must decline, and I 
quoted those words of Paul's to Timothy with much 
savour, " Meditate upon these things : give thyself 
wholly to them; that thy profiting may appear to alL" 
I Tim. iv. 15. 

One said to the other, " John, we cannot resist that." 
I said further, " You know all about me, and with my 
large family, I cannot give myself wholly to these 
things, and my mind is that I will not take charge of 
a church, until I can give myself wholly to the ministry." 

Friend John said, " Well, I did not think you could 
get out so clean ; " and looking at brother Hanson, he 
said, " Joseph, we must take off our pressure." 

" Now," I said, " I will tell you what I will do. I 
will give the Accrington church power over my Lord's 
days, if they will agree to let me go to Ring's Row 
frequently." They seemed pleased, and the matter 
was laid before the church and accepted. But it was 
a trying case for me and the people at Ring's Row, 
and unpleasant feelings were experienced on both 
sides. 

I now occasionally supplied at Manchester, and in 
1843, through Mr. Gadsby, I was asked to supply at 
Zoar Chapel, Great Ailie-street, London, for the three 
last Lord's days in October. The appointment was 
fixed, and I well remember the evening before the 
day I left for London. 
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The whole church, pretty much, came to my house 
to hold a prayer meeting, to plead with the Lord on 
my behalf, and I believe prayer was heard and 
answered. 

Mr. Gadsby did not go again to London. He died 
in January, 1844. 

My labours went on at Accrington and other places. 
I now also went to Liverpool, to old Mr. Medley's 
people. After his death, a scattering took place ; but 
a good man, Mr. Bennett, continued the cause. A 
friend agreed to help him with money, but failed to 
do so. However, friend Bennett went on and the 
Lord prospered him, "for them that honour me I 
will honour;" and friend Bennett was honoured in 
life and death. 

(We are pleased to insert here a testimony to hand 
from Mr. Taylor's old friend, Mr. Knight, of Southport, 
to the effect that it was during one of the above visits 
to Liverpool, some 45 years since, that Mr. Knight's 
soul was set at liberty; and he then felt "Whither 
thou goest I will go, and where thou lodgest I will 
lodge : thy people shall be my people, and thy God 
my God.") 

I now went yearly to London; Zoar, and this church 
gave me several calls, but I could not see the leading 
of the Lord, but continued to visit them yearly. I 
also went to Gower-street, at which place I received 
invitation to Leicester, where I went yearly for some 
37 years to Alfred-street Chapel. 

The church at Manchester was without pastor a 
little over four years, during which time I supplied 
along with others. 

I always felt a great timidity at Manchester, and 
sometimes a slavish fear, which brings a snare. I had 
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to forget Mr. Gadsby before I could get into my own 
line of things, but often the Lord led me away from 
the fear of man. 

I remember well my feelings when Mr. Gadsby died. 
It was Lord's day. I felt as if all good things had 
gone now, and seemed to forget that the Lord liveth ; 
but the words, " The Lord liveth," and " Blessed be 
my Rock,'* &c., came to me with living power, and I 
was enabled to speak from them, with much sweet 
confidence in the living God. 

The friends at Manchester, with Mr. Gadsby, 
were experiencing great trouble ; for some portion of 
the people, being dissatisfied, opened another chapel 
in Oldham-street, where they were supplied for a time 
with some clever preachers. The church at Rochdale- 
road still struggled on through deep waters, and while 
in these troubles they gave me a call to be their pastor. 
Prior to this they had given Mr. Godwin a call, but as 
he told me afterwards, he saw too much of the spirit 
of battle to go amongst such a people. 

When I received this call I thought the people must 
have but poor judgments to ask me, and for a long 
time I took no notice, only to say that I thought they 
had acted foolishly. After a few months the invitation 
was renewed, and I was urged very much. I had not 
then made it a matter of prayer, for I did not think 
such a thing could be. 

At this time I had a nice little engraving business, 
and the church at Accrington paid me twelve shillings- 
a week. I owed no man anything, and I felt to be in 
my right place, for I had many friends at Accrington. 
But one especial friend I had in Mr. Henry Bury^ 
whose goodness to me I could not name. I felt I 
could not leave such friends without showing the 
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basest ingratitude, besides I did not feel a desire to go 
to Manchester. 

Mr. Gadsby was regarded on all hands to be the 
best preacher of that day, and a man of extraordinary 
ability. He had been pastor for 38 years, and for me 
to follow such a man seemed impossible, so I said, 
" No ! " in my haste, and answered accordingly. 

In a while I had another letter, pressing me to 
accept their invitation, and I received several private 
letters of encouragement, but felt no desire to under- 
take such a charge. 

Mr. Kershaw, of Rochdale, had an interview with 
me, and we had much talk over the matter. I said, 
"Mr. Kershaw, I feel no desire to go, and indeed 
have not made it a matter of prayer." He said, " You 
surprise me." I said, "Well, it is so." He told me 
many things at the time, which I did not understand 
so well as I do now. 

Many weeks passed over and I continued to supply 
occasionally, but though I had not prayed over the 
matter, I often thought of it 

One Saturday, on going up Rochdale-road, (St 
GeorgeVroad then) when just opposite the chapel, I 
looked at it across the street, when these words fell on 
my mind, " There the glorious Lord will be unto us a 
place of broad rivers and streams." Isa. xxxiii. 21. I 
stood still a while and pondered on these words. I 
moved on towards my lodgings in Livesey-street, but 
from that time I was compelled to call upon God in 
much anxiety and ask what I must do. Day and 
night this care filled my thoughts, and like Jeremiah 
of old, I objected, urging that I was not fit for the 
place. I said, " Lord, let the people fix upon another, 
I cannot undertake such a charge." Many thoughts 
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pressed hard upon me. I thought of my large and 
increasing family, the giving up of a good business and 
leaving Accrington,* the home of my divine life. But 
above all the state of the church troubled me. 

Mr. Gadsby had been dead some four years, and 
before his death the church passed through a very 
furnace of trial, which caused Mr. Gadsby seas of 
trouble and sorrow up to his death. All these things 
were before me, and they sometimes drove me from 
prayer on the subject. A great scattering had taken 
place, and I thought sometimes the sheep looked at 
each other anxiously. Mr. Gadsby several times 
talked with me, and on one occasion he said, " What 
grieved him the most, was the thought that some sheep 
had gone with the others." 

The separatists had opened a large chapel and 
obtained a regular minister. The latter published a 
book, setting forth that God had set before him an 
open door, that no man can shut. All these things, 
I thought, were against me if I went to Manchester, 
and whatever others thought of me, I had a very poor 
opinion of myself. As the subject became pressing, I 
sometimes trembled, and on one occasion I was much 
cheered by these words, "When Ephraim spake 
trembling, he exalted himself in Israel." Hosea xiii. i. 

One of our deacons at Accrington (Mr. Henry 
Bury) was much troubled about my going to Man- 
chester. One evening he said to me, " If it would be 
right for me to bind you to us while I live, I would do 
it" He was a worthy man, and a kind man both to 
me and others. God had given him both hand and 
heart, and I think if I had wanted any help, even to 
hundreds of pounds, he would have given it 

Strange as it may appear to some, the Lord took 
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him home before I had concluded to go to Manchester. 
In his will he left j£sso for a new chapel, besides 
giving the site. 

Mr. Kershaw again talked with me about my in- 
vitation to Manchester, and very kindly asked if I 
had made up my mind. Before I replied he named 
another church, and asked if I would go there if they 
gave me a call? I thought a while and said, "Did 
that church ask you to put that question to me in that 
way ? or is it your own act and deed ? " Thus was I 
perplexed and knew not what to do. 

The man who most sincerely wished me to stay at 
Accrington, while he lived, was now dead. I had 
many advisers, and there was I, sometimes crying to 
the Lord, and sometimes feeling that "He shutteth 
out my prayer." Lam. iii. 8. 

One Saturday evening, in my lodgings at one of the 
deacons at Manchester, I had been pleading with the 
Lord for direction, when the words, "Not by might, noj 
by power, but by my spirit, saith the Lord of hosts," 
(Zech. iv. 6) came upon me ; I was held fast and let 
loose at the same time. I thought, it is " by my Spirit, 
saith the Lord of Hosts." Then " the place of broad 
rivers and streams " came up again, and all was to be 
done by the Spirit of the Lord of Hosts. Oh, what a 
sight I had of the hosts the Lord can marshal when 
he gives command. I did not sleep much that night, 
for there came also before me all the imaginary battles 
that might have to be fought at Manchester; but I 
thought of the Lord of Hosts, before whom all human 
might and power would have to give way and the 
Lord alone be exalted. 

After this I accepted the pastorate, and began my 
ministrations on the first Lord's day in December,^ 
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1848. I did not expect to have everyone^s good will, 
but feeling that the Lord had bid me go, I went. I 
also thought that time would prove the right or wrong. 

If I had at this time faith to go to Manchester I 
had also some unbelief, for I kept my machinery for 
twelve months, lest I should fail in my preaching, and 
so be in trouble with my large family. Here was un- 
belief in exercise, and what shall I say? It is the 
truth, and that only shines bright. 

My first text was, "The glorious gospel of the 
blessed God" (i Tim. i. 11), and from that day I 
have not shunned to declare the same with all my 
heart and soul, as God the Spirit has enabled me. I 
have never shunned to declare the whole counsel of 
God, so far as knowledge has been given to me. I 
have imparted that knowledge to all who came under 
the sound of my voice, and I had many seals and 
souls who have borne clear testimony to the same; 
and as the Holy Ghost is a witness in the heart of the 
saint, so God is my witness. 

In respect of the members of the church at Man- 
chester and many who were not members, I was 
treated with all kindness, favour, and tender love. I 
felt ashamed, and thought this cannot last ; but it has 
lasted, and is now as lively as ever after thirty-six years 
have passed away. Many old friends have died ; all 
the deacons who then held office have gone home ; 
and during that 36 years, I have laid in the grave 295 
bodies, not all my own people, but mainly, and thus 
we move on. 

At the end of the first twelve months after I came 
to Manchester, I thought about my business which I 
had given up, and my machinery. I thought I would 
just look at the church book and see how many names 
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had been added in the year. I found the number to 
be 39. I thought of David numbering the people 
and shut the book. 

There lay my machinery. The very next day my 
last employer, Mr. Thomas Simpson, of Foxhill Bank, 
near Accrington, sent a man to enquire if I had sold 
it. If I had not he was prepared to take all at the 
original cost. The reader may think how astonished 
I was. He took all and paid me a cheque for the 
money. This was to me a most astonishing circum- 
stance. The hand of God I saw clearly in it. There 
^re other circumstances I could relate with prudence, 
but I forbear. I do not like the way some people 
have of readily attributing every minute circumstance 
of their lives to the one power or the other — God or 
Satan. Such people must know more of God and 
his doings than any prophet or apostle that ever lived. 
Watching God's hand in providence and grace is a 
profitable employment, when exercised with that 
caution — "Swift to hear, slow to speak." 

When I was walking up to the place where I first 
spoke in God's name, those words before alluded to 
met me, "Keep thy foot when thou goest into the 
house of God, and be more ready to hear, than to give 
the sacrifice of fools : for they consider not that they 
do evil." Ec. v. i. Many sacrifices have thus been 
offered and many a fool has lighted the fire from the 
sparks of a heated imagination, arid the enthusiasm 
of an educated mind, who could never say "The 
angel of the Lord did wondrously while they looked on." 

The kindness of the friends at Manchester was all 
but unbounded. I was often put to the blush by their 
conduct. I saw God's hand, and was humbled while 
rejoicing. 
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The late Mr. Gadsby's family were extremely kind. 
Mrs. Gadsby was then alive. I visited her on her 
death-bed. She had been long mentally afflicted, and 
I was anxious to know if that affliction had affected 
or changed the religion of her youth. To me it 
seemed like looking for something that had once been 
there. She saw my anxiety, and said, " Mr. Taylor, 
when sacrifices were offered under the law, no doubt 
the beasts were dragged by ropes ; but when Chirst 
was sacrificed for me, he laid down his life himself. It 
could not be taken from him, he laid it down of him- 
self." I said to myself, " Blessed be God for ever and 
ever ; the work of the Holy Spirit cannot go lunatic." 
Thus that dear woman died leaning on the atonement 
of the God-man. 

A very unhappy thing occurred shortly after I came 
to Manchester between Mr. Kershaw and myself. His 
church submitted to having an organ placed in the 
chapel to praise God by machinery. My soul recoiled 
at the thought, and I publicly spoke against it at 
Rochdale. This made my old friend feel shy. Now, 
there are whelps from that old dog barking all over 
Lancashire and Yorkshire in the name of praise to 
that God, who is not worshipped with men's hands 
(Acts xvii. 25), and thus the fashion of the times 
change about Just think of the upper room at 
Jerusalem (Acts i. 13) and see the various fashions 
now. The Redeemer said truly to the woman at the 
well, " Ye worship ye know not what." 

I mention now what I asserted 36 years ago, that I 
have a right to speak against any innovation upon the 
church of Christ, and I admit of no authority over 
the word of God. To add to, or take from, is a 
dangerous thing for the Christian to attempt Others 



MEMOIR. 237 

may do as they please, but the Christian is under the 
law to Christ — i Cor. ix. 21. 

We are now at the end of Mr. Taylor's manuscript, 
and what we say further will be as brief as possible. 

Shortly after Mr. Taylor came to Manchester he 
published a pamphlet, entitled "A Crumb for the 
Woman in the Wilderness." This was brought about 
by the fact that his preaching to a few people at 
Pendlebury was assailed by the Clergyman of the 
parish, and he felt constrained to defend the truths he 
proclaimed. 

Many of his sermons have been published, under 
the title of "The Manchester Pulpit," and several 
minor pieces have been written by him at various 
times and printed ; but the course of his ministerial 
life was a steady and unbroken round of preaching 
either in his own chapel or others for the period of 38 
years. He was so blessed with health and strength that 
the people never thought but that he would be in his 
place. On one occasion, however, a " light affliction '' 
laid hold on him, and he was unable to keep an 
appointment. With this exception, we believe we are 
correct in saying that he fulfilled all his appointments, 
though in his life he had his family troubles, of which he 
wisely said little amongst men. He also passed through 
bereavements. He lost several children in infancy, 
and he was called upon to give up a daughter grown 
to early womanhood, Nov. 27th, 1857, whose affliction 
was a long one. The death of this daughter we have 
often heard alluded to, for it was said to have been 
such a happy one. Later on, Dec. 13th, 1864, his 
oldest daughter, who was married, died, leaving several 
children. These children lost their father, April 2nd, 



238 MEMOIR. 

1873, and after this they were cared for by their grand- 
father, whose memory they will hold dear. 

Long after these dates, June 6th, 1880, Mr. Taylor 
was called upon to endure, what might fitly be called 
another bereavement His son, Barrie, and his wife, 
became dissatisfied with their circumstances in Eng- 
land, and determined upon going to New Zealand. 
This, we doubt not, was a greater trial than ever his 
words expressed, but he bowed to it. Doubtless, his 
heart often yearned over the distant ones, but repining 
was not a quality of his. He also had to experience 
sympathetic grief with two other daughters, who were 
both widowed, with families. 

While we speak of these things in providence, it 
would be wrong not to acknowledge that, coupled with 
the greatest of all blessings, health, Mr. Taylor also 
enjoyed a very fair share of what the world calls wealth. 

He, too, was spared much of that trouble in church 
matters that has been the lot of some ministers. 

The good wife he has spoken of was taken home on 
the 14th of January, 1865 ; and here we cannot do 
better than insert a letter of his to an old lady (Mrs. 
Kay, of Accrington), which will tell some of his own 
mind about this trial. 

February, 1865. 
To Mrs. Kay, 

My dear Sister in the Lford Jesus, 

I thank you for your kind letter of sympathy and 
condolence. Your early acquaintance with my dear wife, gave 
you some knowledge of her quiet manner and retiring habits. 
Her last affliction, heart disease, was of about eighteen months. 
On the 24th of August last she became more seriously ill, and 
was told by the doctor that the affliction would, as a natural 
consequence, turn todropsy, and terminate in death. This informa- 
tion she received without the least emotion, and looked upon it as 
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a kind intimation from the Lord. The disease of the heart often 
produced great diflSculty in breathing. The first open declaration 
she made was under one of these terrible struggles for breath, or 
rather as soon as it was over, so that she could speak. I was 
attending to her, and fixing her eyes upon me in such a manner 
that I cannot forget, she said, " Don't allow yourself to be mis- 
taken ; I am not afraid to die. It is only the roughness of the 
way that troubles me." And she spoke with such firmness and 
apparent pleasure, that we were all surprised and delighted. 
She explained to me how the dear Lord had delivered her from 
the fear of death twenty-four years ago, and how death never 
had the same terror since. Nevertheless, she had many dark 
days, and many blows from the enemy, and also many love 
visits from the God of her salvation. I could fill a volume with 
the last five months of her life ; it was pleasant to be with her. 
During the last few da)^ of her afiiiction, she spoke of her 
departure with the greatest composure and satisfaction, often 
praying for patience to wait the Lord's time. 

On Lord's day morning before she died, when leaving her to 
go to chapel, I said, "Well, my dear, I must go once more and 
say something to the people about the Lord Jesus." She said, 
"Yes, you must," adding, "O I wish I covdd tell them what 
he has done for me, sinful me. He has redeemed me from 
death and hell." One night she was very fretful, and felt sorry 
that she was so. She told me about three in the morning how 
rebellious she had been and still was. I said, "Well, that 
shows you that patience must be given." She fell asleep before 
long, and was aroused with these words, "This is the way: 
walk ye in it." And O what a sweet change she experienced ! 
Could talk of nothing else for a time but the trials and sorrows 
the child of God ought to expect on this earth, and wondered 
how they, who have a kingdom of glory above, should murmur 
at their crosses. A cloud soon brought this to a close, and 
again it was, " Lord, give me patience." Many portions were 
made a real blessing to her. 

On the Friday before she died my son Alexander was standing 
by the bedside, and after a little conversation, she stretched out 
both her arms, and looking stedfastly upwards said, "O why 
are his chariot wheels so long in coming? Why tarrieth the 
wheels of his chariot?" I said, "My dear, it is for an ap- 
pointed time." " Yes," she said, " and it will come at the right 
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time. Bless his dear name ! O the love of Christ ! " And 
after another struggle for breath she looked at me, and said, "It 
cannot be long, when I shall be with him." Many a precious 
saying she was enabled to- speak. 

At last, when death came to do his work, I held both her 
hands in my right hand. She said, "Jordan is swelling." The 
eye became fixed, and without a sob or sigh, she was gone. 
Just before this she had been sa)dng to herself, " Shall dwell 
where Jesus is." But a conversation would better explain. 

The affliction was truly sanctified to her. The darkness and 
the light she experienced from time to time, and the life clearly 
manifest in the darkness, led me to adore the Lord God of our 
salvation. O my sister, that incorruptible seed eternally given, 
and the God that keeps alive. May my soul be enabled to praise 
him for what I have seen, and what I expect yet to see, as a 
poor, worthless, d)dng worm ! The dear Lord be with you in 
life and in death. Love to your dear husband. 

Yours most truly, 

A. B. TAYLOR. 

When Mr. Taylor first came to Manchester with his 
family to live, Dec, 1848, he took a cottage — "Colly- 
hurst Cottage " — at the corner of what is now QueenV 
road, Rochdale-road The neighbourhood then was 
quite an open outskirt of the town, and the cottage 
we remember to have stood in its own ground. Here 
he was able to carry out some of his ideas of comfort 
in life, for he could keep his cow and other live things, 
for which he always had a natural liking. 

Some time after (about 1851) when walking with a 
friend in the lanes in the neighbourhood of Middleton, 
he saw a little farm-house that took his fancy, and he 
told the friend to let him know if ever it was vacant 
This the friend did, and he took the place — " Moss 
Cottage " — then in a sorry condition. Here he lived 
and died. For a while he kept both places, some of 
his family changed about from one house to the other. 
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It is said that on one occasion, at least, the sleepers 
in one of the rooms had to put up an umbrella to keep 
the rain off them while in bed. It seemed to be Mr. T.'s 
pleasure to grapple with the discomforts of this house, 
and he thought others were short of something if they 
did not like what he did. He could at this place keep 
several cows, and indeed carry on a small farm. During 
his long life his children and grandchildren, top, have 
often found home and refuge when clouds hung over 
them, at " the farm," and we have no doubt he had 
many inward satisfactions that it was in his power to 
keep the place on. We ought to say that for many 
years in Whit-week, the great Lancashire holiday, the 
Sunday School children have been taken in carts lent 
by members of the congregation, to the large field 
adjoining the house, where they have enjoyed them- 
selves in such a way as Lancashire lads and lasses do 
at such times. Many a good remembrance of these 
days have been, and will be preserved amongst the 
people, old and young. 

We have been favoured greatly by a few of Mr. 
Taylor's friends, who have kindly responded to our 
request for letters, written by him at various times. 
We have made a selection, and in doing so we have 
wished to be guided by the desire to bring forward 
only such as have in them those good things that are 
so precious to the wayfaring man. 

We purpose here to insert in the order of date the 
letters we have selected, and we think it best that 
names should be omitted. We may also omit some 
small portions that have but private reference; and 
we hope the friends who have so kindly sent us the 
letters will approve our conduct, or be able to think 
that we have done all for the best 
Q 
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Wolverhampton, 

Oct. 27, 1863. 
A. B. Taylor. 

To the Church of Jesus Christ at Manchester. 

Beloved Brethren and Sisters, in our one glorious Head, 
Jesus, love to you with peace, and joy in the Holy 
Spirit. 

In the providence of our God, it happens that I cannot be 
with you at your Church Meeting, though I am with you in 
heart, and my prayers day and night are that the God of all 
grace may bless you, one and all, with much of His Spirit, to 
humble and instruct, to cheer and comfort, to guide and bless 
in this world of sin and death. O what wonders, O what mer- 
cies, O what love and grace, that we should be called sons of 
God — ^yea, sons and daughters of the Lord God Almighty. I 
trust the Liord will meet with you when you meet to do the 
business of God*s house on earth, and that, that Spirit may be 
in you that was in Christ Jesus, that you may love as brethren, 
in honour preferring one another. Let love be without dissimu- 
lation, for ye are members one of another. Let not evil thoughts 
rest in your bosoms, to the cherishing of anger, but consider one 
another in love. The day is not far hence when a small por- 
tion of earth shall hide us all from human eyes. May we 
endeavour to hide the evils that are often felt in our hearts, — 
and put on Christ, walking in love and in the fear of the Lord. 
I hope and trust also that the servants of Christ you have heard 
in my absence have been made a blessing to many souls, and 
that you have enjoyed the truth in its simplicity, and felt its 
power, the Holy Ghost witnessing with your spirits. 

I must say I have felt the presence of the Lord to be very 
precious in the ministration of his most blessed word since I left 
home, and many souls, I am informed, have been benefited and 
blest. The Lord shall have all the glory, both now and for ever. 
At Leicester the chapel is a large place, and it was full to over- 
flowing, both Lord's days. The dear children came ten and some 
eighteen miles to hear the word. I assure you it gladdened my 
heart, while I felt humbled and strengthened to declare to dying 
men the great salvation of our most glorious Christ. 

But, brethren, I feel I cannot go on as I am doing at present. 
Nature will and does fail ; I feel it. I am now entered upon 
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my 60th year, and I am not what I was at 30. But I am truly 
thankful to the God of my mercies for the good health I enjoy. 
Since I last stood before you on a Lord's day I have not been 
idle, as you may expect. On Nov. 12th, being Monday, I went 
into Yorkshire, addressed an open-air meeting, and baptised 
two persons, and at four o'clock administered the ordinance of 
the Lord's Supper. At seven o'clock, preached in their little 
Hall. On the 13th, returned to Manchester and stood before 
you. On the 14th, went to Rochdale on a little business. On 
the 15th, preached at Bacup. On the i6th, returned to my 
home. On the 17th, left for Leicester, and on the i8th, my 
birth-day^ preached twice. On the 19th, I rested. On the 
20th, drove thirty-two miles and preached twice. Had collec- 
tions for debt of Chapel at Sheepshed. Cleared debt off. On 
the 2 1st, visited sick friends. On the 22nd, preached at Leices- 
ter. On the 23rd, two friends took me in a carriage and pair 
through the country some forty miles, where I had a good 
airing. The day was beautiful, and I was all the better for the 
fresh air, and felt refreshed and strengthened. Dined out on 
Saturday the 24th, and rested the evening in my own lodgings. 
Lord's day, the 25th, preached twice, and addressed the schooL 
On the 26th, I preached again my last sermon at Leicester, and 
this morning left for this place, Wolverhampton. To-morrow, 
the 28th, hope to speak at Studley, in "Wiltshire, on the 29th at 
Wilmarton, in the same county ; and on the 30th at Allington, 
in the same county also. On Saturday the 31st, hope to return 
to Abingdon, and speak to Mr. Tiptaft's people. Return home 
as early in the week as I can comfortably get away from the 
friends at Abingdon. Thus you see a little of my toils and 
pleasures, but if it be the Lord's will I shall not be so much 
from home in future ; I find I cannot stand it. 

Brethren, pray for me, that the Lord may strengthen me to 
do his will in the churches, and that I may have a single eye 
to his glory in all things. My mind has been much supported 
by many sweet testimonies from the Lord, and especially in 
standing before the people. I have spoken with a feeling heart 
and a good understanding before the Lord in my own soul. I 
must conclude. May the Lord the Spirit bless you and keep 
you to his kingdom and glory. 

So prays your unworthy pastor, 

A. B. TAYLOR. 
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Moss Cottage, Alkrington, Chadderton, 

Manchester, Nov. 8th, 1866. 

Dear Brother, 

You live on a sunny side of the hill ; Leicester is surely 
a favoured place ; I know by my own share of divine favour 
sweetly enjoyed while there. Truly the blessing does descend, 
so that the little hills rejoice on every side. I hope you do not 
get fat, and kick ; if so, " Let him alone " is the word of the 
eternal Lord, whose eye is still upon Jeshurun, and whose ever- 
lasting arms are still underneath. O those sweet words, " how 
shall I give thee up, Ephraim " ? A question indeed ! Ah ! ! 
"how" — yes, how? " I do earnestly remember thee still, 
since I spake against him. " The dear Lord remembers both 
his people, and his sufferings for them. O what a sa)dng — 
*' Ought not Christ to suffer " ! I ! Here a sinful worm like me 
can see covenant engagements ; that wonderful purpose which 
he purposed in himself — 'twas all according to the counsel of 
his own will. '* Where wast thou when I laid the foundations 
of the earth?" . ** No flesh shall glory in his presence.'* Only 
in the Lord the Redeemer. Yes, we do glory in him at times, 
and speak of the glory of his kingdom too, and talk of his 
power. Again there are other times when one feels that the 
word Christian ought not to be joined to one's name. I get so 
low, so sensual, yea so devilish at times, that I conclude if I 
had never made a profession of the name of Christ, I should 
most certainly have been a more honourable man ; and here I 
get as full of all sorts of carnal reasoning as hell can invent and 
my old nature can nurse, until I begin to see what I am doing, 
and sometimes I roar out, ** Lord, where have I got to, and 
what am I doing?" Ah, friend, **fair weather cometh out of 
the north, and with God is terrible majesty. O how excellent 
is the Almighty in power. He changeth the shadow of death 
into the morning, and O how sweet is a morning without 
clouds," when Christ's doctrine drops as the rain and his words 
are like dew, and as showers upon the grass, then the prisoner 
of hope turns to his stronghold, forgets all the anguish of the 
past, and again feels he is a believer in the Lord Jesus Christ ; 
and blessed be the Lord, the sinner's unbelief does not make 
the faith of God of none effect. If we believe not, he abideth 
faithful, he will not deny himself, nor forsake the work of his 
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own hands. O to feel more of his working in me to will and to 
do. I am the greatest vagabond ever the Lord the Spirit had 
to do with. I need continual watching, drawing, leading, and 
if for one moment he take away his hand, I am off in another 
direction in an instant. 'Tis no wonder that the Lord gave 
Jacob to the curse and Israel to robbers. But it is a wonder 
the Lord should say, "No weapon formed against thee shall 
prosper." Salvation is all wonder! Wonder, O heavens, and 
be astonished, O earth. The Lord bless and comfort you, — 
make your soul like a garden, well watered. Love to your dear 

better half, Mr. A , and other friends as you see meet. 

My soul prays for Zion scattered and for thee. 

Yours in the truth, 

Mr. H A, B. TAYLOR. 

London. 
A. B. Taylor, 

To the Church of God meeting for Divine Worship, 

Rochdale Road, Manchester. • 

Dearly beloved Brethren and Sisters in the Lord Jesus 

Christ, in whom our lives are hid, with all treasures 

for time and eternity for poor Zion. 

I am never afraid of Zion being lost. I often fear for myself, 
and say, " Shall I be safe at last ?" But when I see Christ as 
my Elder Brother, my Redeemer, my near Kinsman, and know 
that the Father hath delivered all things into his hand, then my 
faith says, ** Christ will see to it, for he is the grand trustee of 
his Father's will, and who himself paid so great a price for the 
church which he hath bought with his own blood. Then I can 
rest in him, knowing that he will save, and save one so vile as 
I am. Why, beloved, all judgment is given to the Son, and 
surely he will never send to hell those for whose sins he suffered, 
and those for whom at the last dreadful moment he cried, " It 
is finished." No, beloved, they can never perish for whom 
Jesus cried " It is finished." All was settled at that wondrous 
moment. Justice was satisfied ; the law was magnified ; God 
was pleased ; the veil of the temple was rent ; and the way 
opened to God for poor sinners. Now we have access to the 
Father, by the Spirit, Christ having finished transgression and 
made an end of sin, and brought in everlasting righteousness. 
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I think some one says, Ah me ! but I am filthy still. Yes, 
so you will be, as long as you live ; and this is one /r^<7/' that you 
are an heir of glory— every one who knows the plague of his 
own heart, and none else. How can that be clean that is born 
of a woman, says Job, and who can bring a clean thing out of 
an unclean ; so that we all are unclean and our mouths stopped be- 
fore God. But see the purity and perfection of Christ, his riches 
and his power ; hence he says, all things are delivered to me 
of my Father. And you know that fountain opened for sin and 
uncleanness ; this is for you who feel polluted and filthy to wash 
in by faith. 

" Believing, we rejoice 

To see the curse remove, 
We bless the Lamb with dieerful voice, 

And sing his bleeding love." 

How wonderful salvation is in all its bearings — designed by 
our God, who is excellent in counsel and mighty in working. 
The counsels and purposes of God in eternity were the salvation 
of Zion, and that eternal decree was respecting the salvation of 
sinners to be revealed in a preached gospel, so that to preach 
the gospel was to declare the decree ; and in Psalm ii. 6, 7, God 
says, " I have set my king upon my holy hill of Zion. I will 
declare the decree : the Lord hath said unto me, Thou art my 
Son; this day have I b^otten thee.'* And 8th verse, **Ask 
of me, and I shall give thee the heathen for thine inheritance, 
and the uttermost parts of the earth for thy possession. " So 
that a preached gospel is a declaring of the decree. God has 
revealed this decree to us, and wcy a portion of the heathen, 
are given to Christ for a possession. O what wonders of grace 
belong to our decree-fulfilling Christ, for he not only was a 
party in working it, but he took the heavy end of the engage- 
ment, and was made a curse for us. Every page opens up new 
revelations in that marvellous decree. O to be able to compre- 
hend with all saints the length and breadth, and depth and 
height of the love of God in Christ Jesus. 

But I must conclude in a few words. My dear brethren and 
sisters, may you live in love, walk in fear, care for one another 
in all things. Be gentle, be kind, think and speak tenderly of 
one another ; if one member suffer, all certainly feel it ; if one 
be reproached, the whole body carry part. Advise with each 
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other when needful, and in ajl things make your requests known to 
God. Sympathize tenderly, even if you cannot help. Our sister, 

Mrs. W , is gone. Her dear nephew and his dear wife, Mr. 

and Mrs. M , have been very kind to her, and our Christ 

will reward them out of his fulness, for the Father hath given 
all things into his hand. 

I trust the ministry of brother Hemmington is refreshing to 
many hearts. I have had some very good seasons since I left 
you, but continue your prayers to God for me. The worth of 
prayer is such that none know but those who have the answers, 

I must conclude. May the blessing of God, Father, Son, and 
Spirit, rest upon you, one and all, now and for ever more. 
Amen. 

May 25th, 1876. 

London, 8, Douglas Road, Canonbury, 

May, 1881. 

A. B. Taylor, 
To the Church of the Lord Jesus, in Manchester. 

Dearly beloved, in Him who is our Head, our Saviour, 
and our eternal Rock, the same yesterday, to day, 
and for ever ; also our unchanging Brother and 
kind Redeemer. 

May the sweet Spirit, that was in Christ, dwell in you all, 
making you love one another, and so fulfil that blessed saying, 
** Love is the fulfilling of the law," all being comprehended in 
that wonderful grace of the Spirit, " Love," and without which 
we deceive ourselves. This love has its spring in God — Father, 
Son, and Spirit — flowing down to us in the streams of redemp- 
tion, and breaking out in the Father's gift of his Son, thie Son's 
coming into our world, dying for the church, and in the Holy 
Spirit's strange and powerful work of regeneration, making Paul 
say, **You hath he quickened who were dead"; and those 
streams of love by which we are still kept alive, though often 
we feel as dead as stones. But having begun the good work, 
O bless his name for ever, he comes again into our hearts, and 
sets up his kingdom, and begins in our inmost souls. 

Since I left you, my health has been good. God has been 
good to me. I was on the railway all day on Monday, i6th. 
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from seven morning to six evening, but had a good night, and 
felt a little thankfulness to our good and gracious Lord for his 
preserving care over me, and for rest in sleep. I spoke on the 
evening of the 1 7th, in one of Mr. Spurgeon*s chapels, borrowed for 
the occasion. Calne is a nice, little, third-rate Wiltshire town, 
and the " Wiltshire Gathering " has given large circulation to 
that town's name. The late Mr. Gadsby once preached on the 
Qreen, at Calne, at six o'clock in the morning, before leaving 
for London. Many of the Lord's redeemed have met at Calne, 
and many do now. I preached at Studley, a few miles from 
Calne, on the 19th, and got to London on the 20th. Had two 
large congregations on the 22nd, and I do think the Lord was 
in our midst, watering the saints, and refreshing the weary. 

How good when Jesus waters well 

The thirsty, longing soul. 
And every fiery dart repels, 

And makes the wounded whole. 

The saint returns to days of youth, 

His flesh is fresh and sweet ; 
His heart is warm, he loves the truth. 

And stands in Christ complete. 

He feels the Rock, he shouts and sings, 

His mountain now stands strong ; 
From hill to hill he bounds and springs. 

And Christ is all his song. 

But soon he faints when Christ withdraws 

The shinings of his face ; 
How sad the case — old nature shows 

The absence of free grace. 

But O beloved ! here it stands, 

The change is not in God ; 
We shift about, like sinking sands. 

On this dark, dreary road. 

Come then, dear brethren, come, let's wait, 

Old time will soon be gone. 
When we shall reach yon heavenly gate. 

And bow before his throne. 

May our own God warm your hearts, hold you in his hand. 
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and keep you at the throne of grace. May you never be suffered 
to forget that " you are redeemed from among men." O what 
a wonder I That all power is given to our Lord Jesus Christ, 
and power over all flesh on our behalf, all founded in God*s 
eternal love to us poor sinful creatures. Forget not, beloved, 
Christ is in the exercise of that power now, wounding and heal- 
ing, killing and making alive. God hath put all things under 
his feet, and hath given him to be the Head over all things to the 
Church, and he holds the keys of hell and death. This is our 
Elder Brother. Beloved, whatever be our crosses he will not 
suffer the enemy to exact upon us ; and as power over all flesh 
is given him on our behalf, O may we be enabled to trust him. 
He has done greater works already for us, and will surely perfect 
that which concerns us. O for more faith in him, to trust him 
when we cannot trace him, or see his hand. I am often ashamed 
before him when I would ask for favours, knowing myself so 
very unworthy. I wonder how I dare — ^and yet I do — though 
often with trembling heart. 

The Lord himself lead you, and guide you to rest in his finished 
work, his faithful promise, and his Almighty power ; and may 
you, as sinners saved by grace, sing often the old and new song, 
** To Him that loved us, and washed us from our sins Hin is own 
blood." Mystery of mysteries. 

Yours in Him, a poor worthless sinner, 

A. B. TAYLOR. 



8, Douglas Road, Canonbury, 

London, May 24th, 1882. 

To the Church of Jesus Christ our Lord, worshipping 
at Rochdale Road, Manchester. 

Beloved in the bonds of the gospel. May the best blessings 
rest upon you at all times, and may gospel simplicity, with love 
and faith, make you pleasant to each other as the beloved of the 
Lord. O how good when brethren dwell together in unity, 
walking in love. But when secret bickerings, evil surmisings, 
strife, watering roots of bitterness, and the like, are found in 
Zion, we ought to fear, lest we be devoured one of another. 
Paul is grand on all subjects of our gospel, and if strong on 
God's eternal covenant love, he is also strong on the walk of the 
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saints, and adds, ** many walk who are the enemies of the cross 
of Christ," but Paul was not stronger than he who said, "Not 
every one who saith Lord, Lord, but he that doeth." These 
things are for our instruction and admonition ; it is good that 
the heart be well established in these things. They are in a sad 
state that God leaves with only one leg that should have four. 
Our gospel \% four-square^ a complete shape wrought out by the 
Spirit of God in the heart of the saint " to will and to do, it is 
God who worketh in us," and those who are without this, their 
name will rot, while the righteous shall be had in everlasting 
remembrance. My dear friends, to be a Christian indeed, is 
worth more than millions of worlds, millions of times told. 
May the word of God dwell in you richly— yes, ** dwell in you " 
is a great saying — means much ; it is not beholding the face in 
a glass, and forgetting ; no, it is indwelling. God's word is a 
light, a lamp, and abideth for ever. O how it lights up the 
path of a poor saint, and though heaven and earth pass away, 
the word of the Lord endureth for ever. Remember, Gocts word 
is the rule, and God*s Spirit is the ruler^ and if any speak not 
according to it, the reason is given. Christ said, " He shall 
guide you into all truth. " O how grand ! So that his guiding 
and his leading is according to the word of truth. When a 
weak child of God finds himself inclined to listen to anything, 
as it regards soul matters contrary to God's word, danger is 
imminent ; he may well tremble. Satan's devices are to lead 
poor, poor man beyond God's word. See our poor mother 
" Eve." She had God's word, and stated it, but the serpent 
rejoined, "Ye shall not surely die." First and successful at- 
tempt to draw the mind from God's word. What awful results 
we see ; what a mercy if with Paul we can say we are not 
ignorant of his devices. Brethren, when you contend for God's 
word with an enemy, how you seek, and rightly, to bind him 
to ** thus saith the Lord." Shall we not seek for "thus saith the 
Lord'*^ in respect of that same word in matters of our etertml 
salvation ? Satan daily seeks to deceive us ; and though our 
life is hid with Christ in God, and he cannot reach it, yet let 
us give heed to that sure word of prophecy as to a light that 
shineth in a dark place. Some stumble at the word, and say 
I don't see how this and that can both be true. Let me lay my 
hand on my mouth and believe, or try to believe, that what I 
know not now I shall know hereafter. When we stumble in 
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our walk, Satan is delighted. Brethren, "try the spirit," and 
try your own spirit. Judge yourselves that ye be not judged,, 
and always safely by God*s word. On things of eternity, how 
comfortable we are, when we are on safe ground. Beware of 
imagination, fancy, whims, conceptions of the brain, in short, 
delusions, the work of Satan, which in God's own time shall 
be chased from every child of God by God's own Word and 
Spirit. 
I have often said in your hearing, faith is no fancy. Brethren, 

believe me, you will all find it true. Dear H says, " 'Tis 

no wild fancy of the brain, no metaphor we speak." Faith is 
of the operation of God ; fancy is a listening to imaginary things 
within youy apart from the voice of God's Spirit and God's 
word. O how good, " As many as are led by the Spirit of God, 
they are the sons of God." Fancy leads a man to set himself 
above his brother ; that spirit cannot come from Christ. Judge 
ye : pride is in it. Christ's spirit leads to humility, love of the 
brethren, enriching the heart, and brings every thought into 
obedience to Christ ; while fancy feeds pride, self, and Satan, 
feeds corruption, and eventually says in the heart, " I am better 
than thou ; I shan't submit, I know better." Such is our poor 
nature, when left for a time. I say again, beloved, try the 
spirits whether they be of God. John says, *' Hereby shall ye 
know the spirit of truth and the spirit of error," viz., they who 
are of God hear God's word, but the other heareth us not. God's 
word then is the rule and God's spirit is the ruler ^ the one works 
the other. Many a dear child may say, ** O but, sir, I am in a 
sad state ! " I can understand that, and say, you may your- 
self have been the means, or our God may have brought or 
suffered it to come on you that he may be glorified in removing^ 
your trouble. Is your state a trouble to you ? Wait and pray. 
What says the word ? ** Call upon me in the time of trouble." 
Try the experiment. ** God is faithful." God has indeed pro- 
mised times of refreshing, but the trial of your faith must have 
its perfect work ; and refreshing times are indeed precious times, 
but **the just shall live by faith." " The life I now live in the 
flesh I live by the faith of the Son of God." Our blessed God 
can in one moment remove all distress, and bring us to his feet 
in the sweet enjoyment of eternal peace. 

Faith seeks things to come, even the great and precious things 
promised in the covenant of grace. One faith^s glance of this 



252 MEMOIR. 

covenant, and you see your name there, and Christ the Mediator. 
O what he hath done, by the blood of that covenant. That 
blood cleanses us from all sin. May the Holy Spirit hold you 
up in all your cares and trials, and whisper in your ear, ** * Twill 
soon be o^er" To live is Christ, to die is gain. To name you 
all would be a task indeed, and though we love not any bro- 
ther's weaknesses, faults, or sins, yet my love to you is bound up 
in the love of Christ Jesus our Lord, as there is but one body, 
one spirit, one calling, one Lord, one faith, one baptism, one 
God and Father of all, who is above all, and through all, and 
in you all. May the Holy Spirit be a witness of these things 
in you all. Amen. 

Yours to serve for the Lord, 

A. B. TAYLOR. 

« 

willingdon, polegate, sussex, 

March 29, 1883. 

To the Church of Christ, Manchester, under the Pastorate 
of A. B. Taylor. Written at G. B 's, Esq. 

Beloved Brethren and Sisters in the Lord Jesus Christ 
May the good will of Him who dwelt in the Bush be 
felt among you, soothing your sorrows, comforting 
your hearts, and leading you to green pastures. 

My absence from you has been attended with many thoughts 
about you, and much anxiety, and sometimes a spirit of prayer 
to our God on your behalf. 

The Church, in this wilderness, has been the grand object of 
God's care, before the world was made, and will be, while there 
is one vessel of mercy remaining on this planet ; and when all 
are safely lodged in glory, our Redeemer will present the Church 
to himself a glorious Church, not having spot or wrinkle, and 
** Him that dwelleth in the Bush " is set before us by Moses as 
one possessing in a superlative degree "Good Will." Moses, 
after stating many blessings, Deut. xxxiii. 13, 14, 15, 16, adds, 
** and the * good will * of Him who dwelt in the Bush," as if this 
good will added a lustre and beauty to all the other blessings. 
And, brethren, what is church fellowship without good will? 
As a kindred spirit to that "good will," every saint in Christ, 
has his or her store ; without this all will be found a blank, a 
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garb, a name, and where I see the absence of this good will, I 
suspect the absence of divine grace, as the one is a certain com- 
panion of the other — " Every one that loveth him that begat, 
loveth him also that is begotten."— i John v. i. "He that 
saith he is in the light, and hateth his brother is in darkness, 
and abideth in death," and if a man say, " I love God, and 
hateth his brother, he is a liar ; " and worse than that, " who- 
soever loveth not his brother abideth in death," and ** whosoever 
hateth his brother is a murderer." — i John iii. 15. Strong 
language indeed, but it is given us by the Holy Spirit ; it may be 
for the trial of our faith. O for more of the good will of the 
angel which spake in Mount Sina with our fathers. — Acts vii. 
38. O that we might walk in the light, as he is in the light, 
and have fellowship one with another, walking in love, as Christ 
also loved us. With what ** good will " the Redeemer came to 
do the will of his Father, and of his own good will too begat he 
us, by his own spirit and power. Then, brethren, think of the 
good will of Him, and when we look at each other, ask our- 
selves if a kindred spirit to his ** good will " dwells in us to 
every infant in grace ; and under the unction of the Holy One 
may we see our sonship clear, and the eternal love-bond binding 
all in the bundle with God. 

Some may say, " He says nothing about himself." Well, I 
have not much to say, only I feel fearfully lazy, or strangely idle. 
I dare not read much for my head, nor think deeply — ^both 
afflict the head. For four days my head has been much better. 
It is generally nicely in the morning part, and towards night 
the muddy, mazy feeling comes on. My general health is good, 
but I am treated like a gentleman, and have every comfort — 
ride out in a carriage almost daily. If I had thankfulness in 
proportion to my blessings and comforts, I should be glad ; but 
sometimes I am favoured, and then I take all to the Lord, and 
try to adore his blessed name for his goodness and mercy to me, 
a poor sinful worm. O to live more at Calvary, to feel more of 
the love of Christ, to tell out better his d3dng love, to live more 
like a saint, and to walk more with God. ** Walk humbly with 
thy God," has been a staff in my hands many years, and I should 
not like to lose it. Each of you have had your favourite por- 
tions that you esteem and cannot part with. I hope to be with 
you, God willing, on April the 8th. May the dear Lord be 
there among his people. He has promised, and we may expect. 
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My mind has often been with you in your worship, and I have 
wondered what God was enabling his mouthpiece to say, and 
how he was opening your ears, and sealing your instruction, 
under times of refreshing. 

But I must conclude, prapng that the good will of God may 
be with you all in health, in affliction, and in death. 

While I remain your poor servant in the Lord. 

A. B. Taylor, 
To the Church of Christ at Manchester. 

Dearly beloved Brethren and Sisters in the Lord of life 
and glory. By the good hand of God upon me, I 
wish you grace, mercy, and peace from oar own 
Lord Jesus Christ, who is God over all, blessed for 
ever more. 

My labours at Gower Street Church were finished last night ; 
I remove to-morrow for my labours at Zoar, at the East of the 
City. 

On the Lord's day morning last we had a large gathering, and 
in the evening a crowded house. I never saw it so full before, 
and I was greatly helped, I must say. On Sunday evening a 
large congregation also. It is astonishing how fond even the 
Lord's people are of changes ! My poor head was bad yesterday, 
though I did not complain, as I promised to attend a thanks- 
giving meeting, and take the chair, which I did ; and though 

very tired to-day, feel better this evening. Friend A 

called and took tea with me to-day, and I felt revived a little. 
I trust you have enjoyed and will enjoy the ministrations of the 
word of life under brother A . 

It is God who gives the increase. " Looking unto Jesus " 
seldom fails long at once, for all who wait for him are blessed 
before they can give it up. O how simple and honest we are 
when compelled to wait for him, and how well repaid for all 
the anxiety, the fear, and suspense we experience. How true 
" blessed are all they that wait for him." Trust him, brethren, 
he is faithful who hath promised. We want heaven here ; that 
is not promised, though times of Refreshing are. The servant 
gets his wages at the term, when he hears, "Well done, good 
and faithful servant." The Christian takes the whole gospel, not 
a part, and holds the faith of God and fear of God, and though 
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often in a low place, his eyes are up to his God. In your battle 
of life, when Jesus comes into your mind, try to tell him what 
you want, and what troubles you, and more than likely he may 
stay some time on your affection and on your heart. The church 
knows his approach, and says " It is my beloved that knocketh." 
At times, when longing for his company, she says, " Why art 
thou as a wayfaring man who leaves so soon ? " Be patient, 
brethren, unto the coming of the Lord. We very old ones will 
not need very long patience, as the time is near for us to pass 
over Jordan, when we certainly hope to meet Jesus there. He 
said, " I will be with thee." " O death, I will be thy plague." 
And you know, brethren, he holds the key of death. Our fears 
often overwhelm us, but we say, " Fear not, little flock " ; smd 
when we faint and fail, he will revive us again, and we shall 
sing again both of mercy and judgment. He certainly has not 
brought us so far to leave us in the hand of the enemy. Man- 
oah's wife knew better. Our old man would claim us if he 
could after all, but sin shall not have dominion. Look at what 
Christ laid down — look how the Father has declared himself 
satisfied, and see how often the Holy Spirit has been a witness 
unto us, bearing witness with our spirits that we are born of God. 

I may be torn, split, or splintered to pieces, but I cannot 
give it up. I look to Calvary when I can, and when I cannot, 
I get my face towards Jerusalem in the dark, and wait till the 
day break. I know he hides himself at times, but he says also 
"Arise, shine, for thy light is come," and though this cursed 
depravity is a mortal load, it must fall off one day, it cannot go 
to heaven where Jesus is, nor can the incorruptible seed and it 
live together for ever. 

God himself, who brought again from the dead our Lord Jesus, 
bless you in life and in death. 

So prays your unworthy servant in the Lord. 

30, Alfred Place, Bedford Square, 
London, June 26, 1884. 

Moss Cottage, Chadderton, Oldham, 
Manchester, July loth, 1884. 

Mr. L , 

My dear brother in the Lord. I was glad to see yours, 
and thank you very much for it. Yes, how good the Lord has 
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been to me. O how oflen he has helped me, when I thought 
there was no help for me. On the whole, I had a good time 
m London. It may seem strange to some, but facts are facts. 
I am now as unable to take a text and speak from it as I was 
forty years ago. When I say " take a text," I can, and always 
could take a text, but I mean go into the pulpit with a text on 
my heart and a burning desire to speak it out to the people. 
That is what I mean by taking a text with me into the pulpit, 
so that all our strength is in him, all our heart-warnings are his 
work, so that "without him we can do nothing," — ^nothing 
really good. O my brother, what it will be to bask in his 
glory, to shine in his righteousness and be like him. I buried 
one of my deacons yesterday, a good, generous man, and I was 
led to speak of the resurrection body being like Christ's glorious 
body; the wonderful change, and the Almighty power that 
effects it ; of the saints' appearance then compared with their 
mean condition now, until I almost lost myself among the 
wonders. 

May he who called you out of death, and brought you out of 
the service of Satan to bow at his feet bless you to the end. 

My love to brother deacons ; kind regards to all your Zion. 

God grant you that grace and peace that passeth all under- 
standing. My poor head was bad yesterday; general health 

good. 

Yours most truly, 

A. B. TAYLOR. 

A. B. Taylor, 
To the Church of Christ, Rochdale Road, Manchester, 
assembled for monthly Church Business, October 
3rd, 1884. 

My dear Brethren and Sisters in the Lord Jesus Christ. 
May the good will of him who dwelt in the Bush, 
and continues to dwell in Zion, rest upon you in a 
feeling, comforting sense. 

When I made this appointment to be in Bedfordshire on Oct. 
2nd, I had no thought of Church Meeting being on 3rd ; fortu- 
nately there is nothing very special on hand, had it been so, I 
certainly would have been with you ; but travelling on Wednes- 
day, preaching on Thursday, and to travel again on Friday, 
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with my precarious head, seemed to make me think and con- 
clude as I have done, viz., to return on Saturday. May the 
great Head of the Church direct your deliberations. Money 
matters are in a satisfactory condition, in as much as we owe 
nothing, as our Secretary has found money for all demands, and 
that is a great comfort and blessing. The Lord has been re- 
moving from us of late some of his forest flowers, to bloom 
where there is no cloud, but all is light and brightness — where 
there is no night ; where they are not sick. O for more faith, 
"a closer walk with God," more of the spirit of Christ, mpre 
of his sanctifying spirit to subdue this terrible evil natuire, and 
that faith that looks to him for all, for all. Paul had a grand 
sight when he said, " But of him are ye in Christ Jesus, who of 
God is made unto us wisdom, and righteousness, and sanctifica- 
tion, and redemption." What more can be wanted? Paul 
might well exult, and say,. " complete in him." 

But, brethren, we are not out of the mire yet. But for all 
that, ** the righteous shall hold on his way." O to feel leaning 
on Christ, to be taking hold of his strength. May he help you, 
each to cast all your cares at his feet and believe, " he careth 
for you," and to pour out your heart before him, such of you as 
are passing through the waters, and the storm is raging. There 
is a still small voice that can find its way through the wildest 
tempest, and can make itself heard among the roaring billows. 

May our Lord Jesus conduct and bless. 

Yours in the hope of eternal life, a poor sinful worm, 

A. B. TAYLOR. 

The Church at Accrington present a special desire to us — 
that I might be allowed to preach three sermons on third Lord's 
day in April, 1885, Mr. Turner, of Morley, now a member at 
Leeds, to supply my pulpit. For myself, I desire to favour 
Accrington. A. B. T. 

Chislon House, Brockley Hill Park, 
Forest Hill, London, 

August 27th, 1885. 
A. B. Taylor, 
To the Church of Christ, meeting for Divine Worship, 
Rochdale Road, Manchester. 

Beloved Brethren and Sisters in the Lord Jesus, who is the 
R 
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Head of the body, the Churchy who is the first be- 
gotten from the dead, and Prince of the kings of the 
earth. Who loved us and washed us from our sins 
in his own blood, to him be glory, indeed, and do- 
minion for ever and ever. 

This letter leaves me in good general health, for which I am 
thankful. My poor head was very bad on Monday, and I kept 
in-doors, so that friends did not observe much the matter with 
me. We had large congregations, overflowing at night, and I 
was much helped, and spoke an hour each time. Very many 
old friends were present who knew me forty-two years ago. O 
how time flies ! Martin Luther might well say, ** prepare my 
soul to meet him." And we may well say, as we look at each 
other, has God indeed " made us meet to be partakers of the in- 
heritance of the saints in light?" Great things are meant, 
when Christ said, "The kingdom of God is within you." — Luke 
xvii. 21, — and when the poor child cannot find traces of it with- 
in, he cries to God in the heavens to come down. But, beloved, 
the work was done without us, in the covenant of grace ; it was 
done without us on Calvary ; it is done without us now within 
the vail where the Redeemer pleads for us his own blood. And 
when the Holy Spirit is kind to bring the things that are Christ's 
and show them to us, with all the wonderful benefits of redemp- 
tion, then we feel something of the kingdom of God within us. 
Ever blessed be his dear name, the incorruptible seed is in the 
heart, and though often out of sight, and under the clod, is 
never rotten. God himself be with you all. Surely he has done 
great things for us as a Church. O that God may pour his 
blessed Spirit into each of your hearts. That is it which makes 
us walk humbly with our God. It is that which enables us to 
prefer each other, it is then the mind of Christ is in us — Phil. ii. 
5 — it is then we desire assimilation to breathe the same air ; it 
is here that in some measure we are changed into the same 
image. — 2 Cor. iii. 18. — Beloved, be kind to each other. 
" Love as brethren," and the very God of peace bless you, and 
though we can do each other so very little good at best, yet how 
much anxiety and pain we may soon cause by being unkind. 
Christ was never unkind — always teaching and doing good. 
May he who leads into all truth lead us to walk as he walked, 
and let us not think that each brother should think exactly 
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alike, but according to the measure of the rule God has distri- 
buted to each. — 2 Cor. x. 13. May the strong help the weak, 
instead of placing a stumbling block. When trials come upon 
you, in your families or domestic matters, judge not God when 
he withholds or removes a comfort ; he is teaching you. Who 
has not seen the mother take out of the hand of her child the 
cup or the sweet it was getting too fond of, not certainly in 
anger, but for its good? Just so our God removes or withholds 
those things that would not do us good. In all things may you 
see a Father's hand. May the Deacons feel their responsibility,. 
Their office at first was called *^ Serving Tobies.** That office 
has increased. At first, it had no being, until the number of 
disciples increased, when circumstances demanded it. Our laW' 
giver appointed it ; and now there are other branches, other 
** Tables** fall to their share of work. The Church at Jerusa- 
lem had no "Mayor's Charity" to attend to. Time reveals 
the number of tables — Deacons must serve, God bestow a true 
spirit of love and friendship. 

And may you all strive together for Zion*s good and God's 
glory, knowing the body is one and Christ the Head. 
From your poor unworthy servant in the Lord. 

Moss Cottage, Chadderton, Oldham, 
Manchester, May 20, 1886. 

Dear Brother in the Lord, thanks for yours. You say, " I 
believe you are willing." 

Dear friend, I think I know what Paul meant when he said 
he ** was willing to endure all things for the elect's sake," to 
spend, and be spent ; but you know Paul did not know the in- 
firmities of old age as some others. I was once refreshed sweetly 
with that saying of his, **I glory in infirmities, that the power of 
Christ may rest upon me." 

August 29th, if the Lord will, also evening of 31st, I hope to 
be with you ; and, brother, if the Lord meet with us, it will be 
a meeting indeed — "Then were the disciples glad when they 
saw the Lord." 

My head is often sadly ^ but my general health is very good, 
which I esteem a great mercy. 

My love to your brethren in office and friends. 

Yours most truly, 

Mr. L . A. B. TAYLOR. 
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Moss Cottage, Chadderton, Oldham, 

Lancashire, July 4TH, 1886. 

To Mr. L , 

My dear brother in Him who picked us up out of the dirt 
and death of sin. Ah me, when I think of wallowing in the 
mire, and being content and comfortable in it, I wonder at the 
love of God in Christ. I felt I should like to drop a line to say 
I got safe home once more among my wanderings here below. 
If I mistake not, I felt the Lord's presence with us at Gower 
Street, and feel peculiar pleasure in reflecting on the same. 
Solomon might well say, " Will God in very deed dwell with 
men upon the earth." 

I do feel real thankfulness for your kind attention to me, and 

friend G was like a kind son to a father. Thank him for me. 

May the blessing of our own God rest upon you all. May you 
feel as I have felt the power of these words, ** Thine eyes shall 
see Jerusalem a quiet habitation, a tabernacle that shall not be 
taken down : not one of the stakes thereof shall ever be re- 
moved, neither shall any of the cords thereof be broken." O 
the safety ! ! ! How grand when the Lord speaks to the heart. 

With all the brethren, yours in the Loxd, 

A. B. TAYLOR. 

November 9th, 1886. 

Dear Friends M , Mr. and Mrs., 

I was delighted with your brisk, frank letter of the 6th. 
When the parties you name meet at " Chislon House" on 
Friday, just draw me on the grid for a good roasting. You 
cannot roast one who cares less, and more respects his fellow- 
mortals. Friend Ashdown knows something of parson roasting, 
and what patience is required ; and when one side is well fired, 
then the wretches turn us over, and do the other side. 

It is well to be able **to endure all things." We have a 
friend who "gave his back to the smiters," and was plunged 
into the wrath of God for us, — blessed mystery ! And there are 
three who bear witness in our souls on this subject. Let us, 
then, press towards the mark. 

"The Spirit, the Water, and the Blood," are not to be put 
down when faith enjoys the operations of only one of the three ; 
and what is it when all three bear witness with our spirits ! ! ! 
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Then it is the Son seems to lie at the very gate into the inherit- 
ance. What ? a joint heir ? He that overcometh shall inherit 
all things ; and even here, in this poor, sad world, even ** little 
faith " can sometimes lift up his head and count all things dross 
and filth for the grand prospect ahead. 

But with all due respect to your company, Ministers and 
Editors don't care to read sermons, so I shall draw the curtain. 

Yes, we spent a comfortable time at "Broom," in October, 
and I trust a time not to be forgot at Southill. For myself, I 
was favoured in ** looking for that blessed hope," &c. To meet, 
as moving to a distant land is often profitable ; sometimes we 
meet with those (even friends) who do not know one word of 
the language spoken there, and they pretend to be going there 
also ; alas, alas, where is the *' wedding garment?*' 

There is a song that none can learn but the redeemed. O 
the harmony of that song, and the lofty grace notes. I shall 
^et out of my depth if I don't stop. 

Best love to Mr. and Mrs, M , and their friends, as if 

named. 

A. B. TAYLOR. 

Kind regards to Mr. and Mrs, F . 

Moss Cottage, Chadderton, Oldham. 

My Dear Friends, Mr. and Mrs, P . 

This leaves me on a sick bed, a place I have known very 
little of for eighty-two years. 

I dare not " murmur nor repine," 

May the dear Lord bless you in all your ways, and when you 
come to be sick may he deal as gently with you as he is doing 
with me. Showing me more of the depths of grace, and mercy, 
and love than I ever knew before. 

I have no pain^ and am enjoying richly covenant blessings. 

Yours most truly, 

A. B. TAYLOR. 
Monday Afternoon, July i8th, 1887. 

The last of the foregoing we believe is the last com- 
plete letter Mr. Taylor wrote and signed, and the 
autograph under the frontispiece photo is a fac-simile 
of his signature to this letter. The photo is also the 
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most recent, having been taken in the spring of this 
year. 

We now come to the days of decline. Mr. Taylor 
often said that he would like, if the Lord would grant 
his wish, to die in harness, and the present writer has 
often heard him say that he preferred to wear out 
than to rust out. For long time Mr. Taylor's friends 
observed a bodily failing, but he took care of himself, 
and by a wise use of his remaining strength he was 
able to accomplish much. His preaching of late years 
was remarked by some to savour of a mind solemnly 
impressed that the end was not far off. 

He continued his ministrations, with some excep- 
tions, both morning and night, up to the day when 
he preached his last sermon, and when he was taken 
ill, he then had some appointments pending, London 
and elsewhere, which he would have fulfilled if 
spared. 

His last sermon was preached June 26th, 1887. 
He spoke for about half an hour from Matt. xv. 13, 
" Every plant, which my heavenly Father hath not 
planted, shall be rooted up." 

It was evident to some that he was speaking with 
great difficulty, and he was compelled to give up, re- 
marking that he felt quite beaten. He told me that 
he had enjoyed his text much during the preceding 
week, and felt that he could see through it, all round 
it, and to the bottom of it, and could preach from it 
then, if he had strength. 

After he was at home a while, it was quite plain 
that he was very poorly, and he allowed his doctor, 
Mr. Kershaw of Middleton, to be sent for. On 
the Thursday following he would go to town, feel- 
ing that he had some urgent business, and, though 
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not at all fit, he went, his grandson driving him 
in the gig. On his return he called at the Mid- 
dleton Junction Station for his daughter Sarah (my 
wife) and drove himself to his house. He said, " I 
shall not get over this, Sarah. I have felt myself go 
weaker and weaker for four years, and could not re- 
gain my strength. I can see the end is approaching. 
Ah, but the Lord has been good to me. When I 
think of all he has done for me, a poor little 'prentice 
lad to start with, I am astonished and confounded." 
When they got near the Cottage, he said, " This has 
been a nice, little retired spot for me." This circum- 
stance was so solemn that my wife says it will never 
be forgotten by her. In the evening he was placed 
near the door for air, and he said, " Commit thy way 
unto the Lord." The next day he also went to Man- 
chester, which seems almost incredible, but his 
determination was to go, and the boy took him. 
This was his last visit. It might be noted here 
that his yearly contract ticket for the railway expired 
on the very day that he made his last journey. His 
breathing was very bad, but he was very cheerful, his 
conversation was savoury, and his faith anchored 
firmly on Christ He looked forward to " the glory 
which shall be revealed." That night was the time 
for the Chqrch Meeting, July ist He sent a very 
kind message to all, telling them that he would help 
all he could in getting suitable supplies. 

He was now ordered to bed by his medical man 
till he saw him again. This he did not like, but he 
obeyed. All was done for him that was ordered, or 
that love could suggest. 

Early on Tuesday morning, July 5 th, he repeated 
that verse, — 
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** Let me not murmur or repine 
Under this trying stroke of thine, 
But bow beneath affliction*s rod, 
Be still and know that thou art God." 

On the Monday, Mr. Chandler and Mr. Moxon 
called and were permitted to see him, though against 
the doctor's orders. When Mr. Taylor shook hands 
with them, he shook with emotion, and began to tell 
them of his last text, saying he never had such a view 
of a text in his life. They did not stay long, as he 
could not bear much talking. 

He repeated on one occasion that part of the metri- 
cal version of the 23rd Psalm, — 

" Goodness and mercy all my da3rs 

Shall ever follow me, 
And in thy house for evermore, 

My dwelling place shall be," 

In his own writing he alludes to his being taught 
this Psalm by his mother at an early age. 

Feeling it desirable that a physician should be 
called in, his son Alexander brought Sir William 
Roberts, and a consultation took place, which was 
so far satisfactory, that we were told that all was being 
done that could be. 

During the tossings of the night he said, — 

*' Though painful at present, 'twill cease before long, 
And then, oh how pleasant, the conqueror's song." 

" Do not let me repine, Lord, — 

" Did Christ, my Lord, suffer, and shall I repine?" 

Another time, he said, " Patient in tribulation, con- 
tinuing instant in prayer." 

During this part of his affliction he suffered much, 
the heat being oppressive. Those about him had to 
constantly use the fan. 
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Once, when a little calm came over him, he said, 
" All the days of my appointed time will I wait till 
my change come." " Is there not an appointed time 
to man upon earth ? are not his days also like the days 
of an hireling ? " 

It must be remembered that Mr. Taylor was very 
deaf, and that many of his sayings were not addressed 
to any one, but were the spoken meditations of his 
heart " Truly, his meditations of Him were sweet" 

On the 1 2th July, he said. How a tempting devil 
hunts about for the precious life, but he can't find it. 
It is hid with Christ in God. 

A little after breakfast he said, — 

" Thy mercy, my God, is the theme of my song, 
The joy of my heart and the boast of my tongue ; 
Thy free grace alone, from the first to the last. 
Has won my affections, and bound my soul fast. 

Thy mercy in Jesus exempts me from hell, 
Its glories I'll sing and its wonders 1*11 tell." 

He repeated these lines quite firmly, but he was 
exhausted, and said, but I must stop. Later on, the 
same day, he said, — 

** Plagues and deaths around me fly. 
Till he bids I cannot die." 

His daughter near to him said, "Well, father, you 
have often repeated that verse, — 

** Hail, blessed time ! Lord, bid me come." 

. He replied, * Ah, yes, I have,* — 

" And enter my celestial home, 
And drown the sorrows of my breast 
In seas of unmolested rest." 

During the early morning of the 13th, he repeated 
the former part again, but when he got to the third 
line, he said, " but I have no sorrows, they are all 
gone." 
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After a hard struggle, caused by paroxysms of the 
heart, he said, " When Christ was suffering, they gave 
him vinegar to drink. Oh, they were hunting the 
Lamb of God then." 

He seemed to recover a little, and we began to 
think he might rally. He left his bed each day, and 
went into his reading room. He wrote several letters 
and indited others. 

To make his time as pleasant as possible, the doc- 
tor proposed a bath chair, but this he declined, saying he 
would use his own gig ; so on Saturday morning, July 
1 6th, he was w4th great trouble got down stairs, and 
being placed in his chair, he was drawn through the 
house and down the garden path, and with great diffi- 
culty placed in the gig. He was driven a few paces 
up and down the lane, but he soon had enough. It 
was plain that this must not be repeated. He was 
never as well after, as he seemed to take a little cold. 

One morning in his study, he laid his hand on 
his left side, as if to stop the hard beating of the heart, 
and said,— 

*' And when this heart and flesh shall fail, 

And mortal vigour cease, 
I shall possess within the veil 

A life of joy and peace." 

Mr. Carr, of Leicester, was supplying at Manchester 
on the 17 th July, and at Mr. Taylor's request, I took 
him to Moss Cottage. It so turned out that the in- 
terview had to be very short, as Mr. Taylor became 
agitated and could not talk, so we retired. Mr. Carr 
just went to say good-bye, and Mr. Taylor then spoke 
a few kind words to him, saying that if he had to speak 
again, he should declare the same glorious truths that 
he had done in the past. 
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On Wednesday the 20th, the Deacons visited him^ 
by his desire. They were received very affectionately, 
and having asked how they were getting on with sup- 
plies, he expressed his satisfaction with their report. 
He exhorted them to be kind to the ministers supplying, 
and said, should anything be said by them that did 
not appear quite right or consistent, they, the Dea- 
cons, were not to be in haste to speak, but if a private 
opportunity offered, to use it becomingly, remarking 
that the Lord would set all right. 

Being asked if the truths he had so long preached 
were able to support him, he answered, that if they 
did not, nothing else would, adding, were he to live 
another fifty years he would preach the same Christ 
and the same covenant of grace. He then said very 
solemnly that he had not shunned to declare the 
whole counsel of God, so far as the Lord had taught 
him. He mentioned particularly that the doctrine of 
the Trinity was very precious to him, and that the 
Lord had led him to see the co-equality of the Three 
glorious Persons in the Godhead very clearly. He 
remarked that he did not think many ministers were 
led to think and speak of the wonder and beauties of 
the Trinity much. We are assured that this meeting 
of minister and deacons was a very solemn one, and 
one to be long remembered. 

On Thursday the 21st, he said, "What a thing it is 
to see Calvary's Cross, with its love, mercy, atonement^ 
justification, and sanctifi cation." 

** Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood 

Shall never lose its power, 
Till all the ransomed church of God 

Be saved to sin no more." 

" How sure and full the recompense, when a poor^ 
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Struggling sinner arrives in glory. Affliction is but 
for a moment What the enemy of souls would do 
if he could ; but there is a guard of heavenly warriors 
waits and keeps him back." 

During this night and following morn he was very 
poorly, and he said he felt very lifeless in body and 
souL But, he said, I have felt grand. His daughter- 
in-law said, " Yes, father, and you will again." His son 
John was also with him, but not just then, as he was 
resting a little. He was called, when his father began 
to talk solemnly to all around him, and said, " Man 
goeth to his long home, and the mourners goeth 
about the streets. Yes, yes, yes. 

" Men rest in their beds and sleep together in the 
dust" Rousing up a little, he said, — 

** Soldiers of Christ hold fast, 
The war will soon be past, 
When victory comes at last, 

We'll meet in glorj' ; 
And oh, what joys shall crown 

That happy meeting ; 
We'll bow before the throne, 

Each other greeting. " 

He was unable to say more, his emotion was so 
great, his whole frame shook. 

His will was that Mr. Chandler should bury him ; 
he also said others might speak too, but he said, they 
must not talk about me, they must talk about Christ 
I have talked about him until I have been hoarse, 
haven't I ? and I shall see him soon as he is, not as he 
was — as he is. 

On Friday morning, the 29th, he was heard to say — 
" Yes, solid peace." 

** When thou canst no deliverance see. 
Yet still this Man thy peace shall be." 
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On Saturday he asked the doctor what word he 
might send to his people. The doctor replied that 
he might say he was better, and had had several good 
days, but the affliction was so changeable, he dare 
not say what to-morrow might do. This was remark- 
able, as on the morrow he was worse, the right lung 
being congested. From that time we saw the end 
approaching rapidly. His left hand was now swollen. 

On Monday the ist of August he was last in his 
study. Those who helped him out will not soon for- 
get it. On reaching his bedroom, being seated in his 
chair, he said, " Ah, Sarah, I shall soon be landed on 
yonder shores of bliss. It is all right — it is all right. 
God Almighty knows it is all right." 

Tuesday he was very ill ; all his children came to 
see him, thinking it might be their last look. He was 
not able to say much, but he remarked, it will not be 
long. Watch me closely. After a while, he was seen 
as he was often, when in prayer in the pulpit with his 
right hand raised, his lips moving, and from the little 
that could be gathered, it was evident he was medi- 
tating on Christ, for he said, " they all forsook him 
and fled." 

He was also heard to say, " Judah must first go up to 
battle," that is Christ again. "Judah is a lion's 
whelp, from the prey, my son, thou art gone up, he 
stooped down, he crouched as a lion." 

On the Thursday he said at the dawn of day, " It 
will soon be a grand dawn for me." On the day after 
he was just heard to say, " Dying, dying." His last 
words of better things were, " Far more precious to 
the soul the rock prepared of God," and lifting up his 
hand he said, " Take away God's plan — Ah." 

On the Saturday two friends, ministers, were allowed 
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just to see him, and in speaking to one of them, he 
drew him close to him and said, " It is well, it is well" 
When they were leaving, he lifted his left arm, and 
pointing upwards, he whispered, " I am going." 

It was my lot to be in the house on the Saturday 
night, and I was called out of the next room to assist, as 
he had just got out of bed. When we had guided 
him into the chair, and were just holding him up a 
little, we observed his lips moving, and one of his 
daughters, Mary, who was in front of him remarked, 
he is dying, and so it was. He passed thus peacefully 
away at a quarter to four o'clock the dawn of Lord's 
day, 7th of August, 1887. 

In one of my talks with Mr. Taylor, he told me 
that he had made Mr. James Lingard, a member of 
the Church, and myself his executors, and some time 
after he asked us both to spend a little while with him. 
This we did, and as he was at his best just then, he 
was able to say pretty much to us, and to answer our 
questions. Early on the morning of his death, I de- 
sired the grandson to mount the pony and go to Man- 
chester to inform the sons and Mr. Lingard. Soon 
as possible we met, and had a short conference. Being 
Lord's day, it was possible early to make known to 
the congregation their sad bereavement 

We now had to begin in earnest to make arrange- 
ments for the funeral. As we had taken care to know as 
much as possible of Mr. Taylor's mind, we were careful 
to carry out his wishes. The funeral arrangements we 
gave to Messrs. Oliver and Atcherley, as the late Mr. 
Oliver was a valued friend and deacon, and in con- 
ference with Mr. Taylor we agreed that it would be 
most becoming that Mr. Oliver's family should be 
•shown this respect. 



MEMOIR. 271 

Thursday was selected as the day of burial, and 
Mr. Moxon and Mr. Standeven were asked to take 
part in the services. 

Mr. Taylor's family grave was in the Harpurhey 
Cemetery, and there we buried him, the last that will 
be put in, as the grave is now full. 

We spared no effort, and used all forethought we 
possessed, to make the arrangements as becoming as 
possible. 

The body was brought from the house to the 
chapel in a private manner, some time in advance, 
and was laid under the pulpit, where many friends 
took their last look. 

There was good order observed, and the large 
assembly in the chapel quietly waited till the mourners 
had taken their places in the carriages. While the 
body was being carried out, the singers sang hymn 
466, to the tune " Old Sutton,*' a tune Mr. Taylor 
considered was one that would test the abilities of 
singers, and he was known to have said, " You may 
have to sing it over me some day." 

We are pleased to say that we have heard only of 
the satisfaction the arrangements gave. 

As a good account of the funeral service is given 
in the "Gospel Standard," Sept., 1887, we shall not 
repeat here, but beg to refer our readers to that valu- 
able magazine. 

We had taken the precaution to let the Police 
Superintendent of the district know what was going 
to take place, and he provided a suitable number of 
constables, but our own feeling was that the people 
themselves were well disposed and behaved well. The 
Carriage Company were informed of the possible re- 
quirements, and they managed their service well, so 



272 MEMOIR. 

that many cars and 'busses were in readiness to con- 
vey the hundreds of people who assembled to the 
cemetery. We are informed that twenty-one ministers 
amongst our churches were on the ground, and up- 
wards of thirty-five churches represented by deacons 
or members. 

We did not see our way to carrying out any gather- 
ing of friends at the house after the funeral without 
much partiality, so we determined to invite all to a 
cup of tea in the Schoolroom, where we are told a 
very comfortable meeting was held. See C. M. R., 
September, 1887. 

After the family had sat down to tea at Moss Cot- 
tage, the will, dated 29th July, 1887, was read by Mr. 
Cornelius Marshall, Mr. Taylor's friend and soli- 
citor. In it the executors are required to pay all 
debts, and divide the residue equally amongst sons 
and daughters. 

And now we conclude our labours in the preparing 
of this book, and for ourselves we say we have no 
desire to exalt human nature, and our hope is that 
our readers may be led away from the things that be- 
long to the man and guided to those which belong to 
the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ 

S. 
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